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A FAMILY'S SEARCH FOR THE TRUTH IN THE FACE OF DECEPTION, INFIDELITY AND
MURDER.As the principal of his own law firm and known as "Mr. Condo" to his Chicago
condominium clients, Donnie Rudd was at the top of his game. Charming, offbeat, and
eccentric, he appeared on his own television show and taught at a local college. But behind the
public persona of a successful lawyer, Donnie Rudd's life was unraveling as police investigated
the death of his second wife, the murder of a local woman, and claims of fraud by several
clients.The fascinating memoir by Donnie's step daughters describes the chaos of life with a
sociopath as the allegations of infidelity, madness, and murder against Donnie interrupt their
lives again and again. The sisters recount the riveting true story of events over a span of 40
years that will leave readers breathless and wondering how Rudd was able to evade
accountability for so long. In the midst of the madness also lies a story of redemption and
triumph as the family overcomes the dysfunction of their early tumultuous life.

“Thanks to its honesty, The Keeper is one of the best sports memoirs I’ve read recently.” — Daily
Beast“Inspiring and compulsively readable.” — People MagazineFrom the Back CoverIn the
summer of 2014, Tim Howard became an overnight sensation after more than ten years as one
of America's leading professional soccer players. His record-breaking fifteen saves for the
United States national team against Belgium in the World Cup electrified a nation that had only
recently woken up to the Beautiful Game after decades of hibernation.An estimated TV
audience of 21 million viewers in the United States watched Howard's heroic performance
against the heavily favored Belgians in which he repelled shots with his hands, feet, legs, knees,
and even his signature long beard. In this inspiring and candid memoir, the beloved U.S. and
Everton goalkeeper opens up for the first time about how a hyperactive kid with Tourette's
syndrome from New Jersey defied the odds to become one of the greatest American keepers in
history. The Keeper is also a chronicle of the personal sacrifices Howard's made for his career,
including the ultimate dissolution of his marriage and its most painful consequence: separation
from his two children.The Keeper will captivate soccer fans and readers who are unfamiliar with
the sport but want to know what makes a world-class athlete different from the rest of us—and
where that difference gives way to common ground.About the AuthorTim Howard is the
goalkeeper for Everton in the English Premier League and the U.S. men's national team. He
previously played for the MetroStars in Major League Soccer and for the storied Manchester
United. In July 2014, he broke the record for most saves (fifteen) in a World Cup game. He also
works as a soccer broadcaster on NBC's weekly coverage of the EPL.Read more
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LIVING WITH THE DEVILA family’s search for the truth in the face of deception, infidelity and
murderA Memoir by Lori and Cindy HartLIVING WITH THE DEVIL. Copyright © 2016 by Lori
Hart and Cindy Mulligan. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or
transmitted in any form or by any means without written permission from the authors.>Cover
artwork by Terisa DavisPrinted in the United States of America.AcknowledgmentsTerisa Davis
for creating the book cover.Our husbands, Ron and John, for their supportDedicationJust when
you think you finally understand your family,Just when you think your family members are under
control,Just when you think you can leave your childhood family behind, some unanticipated
event will rock you to your core, shattering all of your carefully constructed perceptions of
family.The magnitude of family will sweep through you and you will know with irrefutable
certainty that everything you are and will be, can be attributed to your family.This book is
dedicated to our large, crazy, chaotic family and especially to our Mother. She always said you
can pick your nose but you don’t pick your family.We miss her every day.Prologue“Who but the
mad would choose to keep on living? In the end, aren’t we all just a little crazy?”— Libby
Bray(February, 2013)“Maybe we have the day wrong.”I’m tired of sitting in the car. The cold is
making my nose run as I cradle my fingers around the coffee cup to keep them warm. My sister,
Cindy, is scrunched down in the front seat texting furiously on her phone. She looks up
occasionally and wipes away some of the fog from the window as she peers back towards the
entrance of the cemetery.“I’m sure it’s going to happen today,” she snaps. “Be patient!”I lean
back in my seat and roll my window down a few inches to get a clearer view. The unwelcomed
cold air rushes in and within seconds I can feel it stiffening the leather seat. Even under more
pleasant circumstances this would be a miserable way to spend an afternoon. But these were far
from pleasant circumstances.From my vantage point, the grave is barely visible. The headstone
is engraved only with her name: Noreen Rudd. The grave next to Noreen’s is adorned with the
name of her mother, Irene Kumeta, who died only recently.The wind picks up, blowing the last of
autumn’s leaves across the two graves. It makes me shiver and I roll the window back up and
lean back in the car seat, sipping intermittently from the coffee that seems to grow cooler by the
minute. From the corner of my eye I can see Cindy’s profile. She is frowning at her phone,
probably texting back and forth with her youngest son, Matt. Matt is 16 years old and was not
born when this story began. Occasionally, she anxiously glances in her rearview mirror
determined not to miss anything or to be caught off guard. Cindy is my rock. She keeps me
focused. I can’t think of anyone else I would rather be here with than my sister. I close my eyes,
lean back, and lose myself in a myriad of thoughts and questions — and the unlikely journey that
has brought us to this place.“Someone’s coming!” Cindy whispers, excitedly jarring me back to
reality. Her phone tumbles to the floor as we both scramble to look toward the cemetery
entrance. A line of cars drives slowly down the winding entrance road.“You were right,” I whisper
breathlessly as the cars slowly come to a stop near Noreen’s grave.I can see the emblem on the



side of one of the police cars. Arlington Heights. Closely following the police car is a black
hearse. I am transfixed as the convoy stops and the doors start opening. A variety of people step
out into the chilly Chicago air. One sets up a tripod with a camera pointed towards Noreen’s
grave. A small truck with the name of the cemetery pulls up and several men jump out and lift
numerous orange construction horses and set them close to the headstone. The men retrieve
shovels from the truck and begin to position themselves around the grave. Someone gives a
signal and the men slip black masks over their faces as the cameraman appears to begin filming
the event.“Why are they wearing masks?” Cindy whispers.“I don’t think they want their faces on
the film,” I answer. I don’t realize at the time that the wearing of the masks is actually for sanitary
and protective reasons, as an environmental health officer — who was undoubtedly one of the
many men who were present around the gravesite — usually supervises the workers as well as
the entire process.For what seems like eternity, the men painstakingly remove the last vestiges
of earth around the casket and jostle it from its vault enclosure. As the rusting box is lifted from
the ground, it swings backwards, striking the headstone and splitting it in two. One of the men
tried valiantly to prevent the casket from hitting the stone, but it was too late. The tombstone
cracked evenly between her first and last name, an eerie sign.The casket carrying the body of
young Noreen Kumeta Rudd is moved slowly towards the hearse. It is slid into the back and the
large back doors slam shut, blocking our view.Forty years ago, 19-year-old Noreen was laid to
rest in this small cemetery plot wearing the white wedding dress she was married in only 27
days before her death. The recent court order allowing her body to be exhumed has disturbed
her eternal sleep as the authorities, awash with fresh and potentially incendiary information,
grope to find answers to her untimely death.The small procession of cars drearily winds its way
out of the cemetery leaving only the cemetery workers to place orange construction horses
around the now-empty grave. Eventually, the workers also retreat from the empty grave leaving
only Cindy and I still staring transfixed on the hole in the ground.“What do we do now?” I ask.“I
guess we’ll wait to see if Noreen can shed light on what happened,” Cindy carefully answers.I
start the car and move toward the exit. It is almost anticlimactic to think we will now just head for
home. I know it is another stop in the journey that started so many years ago. It is another piece
in the puzzle that will help us know what happened in our childhood suburban house.I clearly
remember the day Noreen died, although I was only a junior in high school. It seems like her
shadow has always been in our lives. The uncertainty of her death, and the way it has
interwoven its way into our lives hovered over us for more than four decades. Perhaps the
exhumation of her body will finally uncover the truth, bringing along with it peace and rest … not
only to her, but also to us.I glance over at Cindy, who’s deep in thought. Her phone keeps
beeping, but she appears not to hear it. I want desperately for her to say something. But she isn’t
saying a word as we sit in the middle of this garden of death. The open grave can be seen in the
rearview mirror as we slowly head towards the cemetery entrance. I can’t help but think about
the man who brought Cindy and me to this small cemetery on a cold, blustery Chicago day. It
has been more than forty years since we first met our stepfather, Donnie Rudd.What you’re



about to read is a journey into the mind and life of a man who built his life on a foundation of lies
and deceit. With a path of destruction always in his rearview mirror, he’d drive on to his next
destination intact. But he left survivors who would always remember the impact he had on their
lives. Survivors like Cindy and me.There’s an old saying that time will either promote you or
expose you. After more than four decades, we believe Father Time has shown up — replete with
hourglass in hand — to do what he does best. And the top bulb of the hourglass is nearly
empty.Cindy turns and asks me the familiar question:Do you think he did it?The QuestionI still
can’t get Cindy’s question out of my head. I am sitting at a table in the back corner of a
Starbucks and it’s driving me crazy. I hate the fact that this haunting question caused my sister
and me to take on the role of amateur sleuths and stalk an exhumation at a local cemetery. In
some strange way, this might be the price for peace.I pop open my computer and Google the
word that’s been stuck in my head for some time now: Sociopath. The results are quick — and
dead-on.“A person with a psychopathic personality whose behavior is antisocial, often criminal,
and who lacks a sense of moral responsibility or social conscience.”Or maybe this
one:“Sociopaths have little regard for the feelings of others and use manipulation to get what
they desire.”But Google definitions aren’t working for me. At least not today. Google’s sociopath
seems orderly. Clinical. Almost boring. There’s no hint of the madness, destruction, and chaos
we endured from living with a real sociopath. It’s the difference between reading about a tornado
and watching it barrel toward your home, spitting dirt, plants, and debris, leaving a path of
destruction in its wake.For more than 25 years, our lives have revolved around the life and
actions of one real, live, breathing, crazy sociopath. A man who felt no guilt. A man with ice
coursing through his veins and a passionless heart beating in his chest. I think he was our
stepfather — but even as I write the words, I can’t be sure. Because you can never, ever, be sure
anything a sociopath says is true — even when it is about something as simple as whether he
was married to your mother when she died.Do you think he did it?The question drags me
reluctantly to the past. Closing my eyes helps me focus. So with eyes closed tightly, I begin the
kaleidoscope of memories that always follow the question. After years of languishing in the back
roads of my mind, I have an overwhelming desire to figure out what really happened at our
childhood home. To find some peace in the truth surrounding our family. The past cannot be laid
to rest until the truth is told.That search for truth — or at least understanding — has been
difficult. It is undeniably complicated and the passage of years doesn’t make it any easier to
solve the mystery, even if time has brought some clarity to events that occurred so many years
ago. Most mysteries have common denominators that are premised on strong emotions.
Emotions like love, passion, jealousy, or revenge. But Donnie Rudd was incapable of that type of
feeling. That lack of emotions makes it harder to understand the man.Over the years, I read
books about famous sociopaths and tried to compare their lives with what we knew about
Donnie. There is a certain familiarity in many of the stories. The lies. The schemes. The
manipulation of family and friends. The selfish, egotistical acts. But none of these stories really
tell you what it is like to be on the inside of living with madness. To be in the eye of the storm



every day. To eat breakfast each morning with a man under suspicion of multiple murders. To
have the normalcy of life in the suburbs interrupted by murder, infidelity and violence.Donnie
was president of the District 54 school board when I graduated from middle school. He handed
me my diploma after they called my name. When I got back to my seat and unrolled the diploma,
he had drawn little hearts around my name. Again, a conflicting flood of emotions at the
memory.We despised the crises that followed him, but found the adrenaline rush that came with
his escapades, addictive and intoxicating. We knew he was a liar, but found ourselves believing
the incredible things he said. We accepted Donnie as normal, only to be dragged back to the
reality of his insanity by some totally unpredictable, senseless act.Right now you are probably
wondering about me and Cindy. It is true that our lives were surrounded by madness, but we are
remarkably sane — most of the time. I am the mother of two grown girls. I have been married for
30 years and work as a professional for the same company for the last 15 years. Cindy has been
married almost as long and has two boys. We talk about what we would be like if Donnie had not
been part of our lives. But neither of us can imagine a childhood without him. “No regrets” is what
we tell each other. We even wore T-shirts one summer a couple of years ago with that saying
emblazoned on our chests. No one can change the past. But every now and then, Cindy and I
decide we are going to try and figure things out. Two middle aged women trying desperately to
put their unusual childhood into perspective. Are we who we are because of what happened or
in spite of what happened? It is during these times, we know that we have not really left Donnie
behind.I believe this is a true story. But all I can really say is that it is our truth. It is what we saw
and what we felt during the difficult years when Donnie was the focus of our family life. When you
live with the devil, it is not always easy to figure out the truth. About anything.The smoldering of
my hot coffee dissipates by the time it reaches my face, I resign myself to the fact that the story
— no matter how strange and convoluted — needs to be told. Did he do it? I’m still not sure. But I
do know why I am finally sitting down at this computer.It is because I think they are going to
arrest him.The Beginning: The Hart FamilyIt’s hard to tell the Hart family story and even harder to
know where to start. It has always been difficult for others to see what we saw. Eventually, we
retreated from the passion of wanting outsiders to know about our previous crazy life. To solve
the enigma, there would need to be an understanding of the man. To see the whole picture. And
to do that, we have to start at the beginning.My mom, Dianne Hart, was a complex, brilliant,
difficult, obsessive, conflicted, hard-to-understand individual who was the lynchpin of our family.
She parlayed her intelligence into a peculiar kind of creativity. She would make my Girl Scout
troop cook without utensils on our weekend camping trips. She forced us to use orange peels as
pans to cook eggs and soup. She would hang small cereal boxes and bananas on the bushes in
the back yard and make us “pick” our breakfast from nature. She organized the fun fair at our
elementary school, spending days building the haunted house. There was something
indefinable that drove Mom to prove she was different. She was constantly looking for ways to
distinguish herself. It was like she knew she was an extraordinary person trapped in the life and
body of someone who lived an ordinary life. She was always looking for a way out of her



suburban lifestyle. She desperately sought an escape from the dregs of commonplace that held
her back and obliterated her dreams of the nirvana of exceptionality that would make her
something and someone special.Mom was a pretty woman, even though she struggled with her
weight. Her prototypical ’60s hairdo was fashionable and well maintained. Each week, she would
get her hair done at the local beauty shop and then sleep on her stomach with her face between
the crack of two pillows to try and keep the hairdo in place as long as possible between
appointments. She would meticulously put on her false eyelashes when she went out at
night.While things were attractive and well-kempt on the outside, the inner workings were a bit
less glamorous. We lived in a small northwestern suburb of Chicago called Hoffman Estates.
Our parents bought a beautiful tri-level home there for $23,000. In the early 1960’s, this was
considered to be quite an accomplishment. We had an above-ground pool with a fenced-in
backyard. Everything about this neighborhood was perfect. At least from the outside.At an early
age, I remember coming home and finding Mom lying on the couch looking lethargic and bored.
Discontentment was evident in the way she moved, the way she spoke, and the perfunctory
actions she laboriously and unenthusiastically performed. The dishes were piling up in the sink
and the laundry would go undone until it reached critical status. Our grandparents (Mom’s
parents) started coming over every Tuesday to bring us doughnuts and work all day to clean the
house and do the laundry. Mom would periodically have bursts of energy during which she
would undertake initiatives as diverse as starting a catering business to redecorating the entire
house. Eventually, though, she would lose interest and return to her magazines or books, looking
for a more significant meaning to her life.Hindsight being 20/20, I look back now at all the signs
that something was not quite right. But in my wildest dreams, I could never have dreamed how
wrong things could go. Chronic unhappiness and discontentment plagued Mom for most of her
marriage and her life. Dad always said Mom wanted more than he could give her. Turns out she
wanted more out of life than being a mom and a wife. She just didn’t know how to get there. Until
Donnie.I was born in 1957, the oldest of the four Hart children. Cindy came two years later and
Jack was born the following year. Glory is the baby and came along in 1963. The four of us are
products of a dysfunctional family reared in an era of time we call “The Donnie Years.” We
survived, but there is undeniable collateral damage. You can see it in each of our personalities,
our idiosyncrasies, and how we react to stress. We are a family obsessed with solving problems
and fixing the unfixable. It’s a role we took on early in life, necessitated by the vortex of
tribulations brought on by The Donnie Years. For Cindy, there is no problem too big to solve.
From the mundanities of figuring out your bank account or your vacation issues, to managing
your love life and your family problems, Cindy is well suited for the role. She will also do anything
to keep peace. She never raises her voice and never seems angry — even when she is. She
always hated the confrontations and struggles that were part of our childhood. I can still see her
small figure with her hands over her ears and her eyes wide open as she processed the
unfolding drama of The Donnie Years. She was fiercely protective of our father during the divorce
and still shares a special bond with him.Mom called me the “Queen of Harts.” Cindy and Glory



called me “The Boss.” I think they mean the same thing. I don’t apologize for it because someone
needed to be in charge during years of family crises. It was usually me. I always have a mental
agenda of what needs to get done before I go to bed. Life is one big list of chores when you are
in charge. I am also a bit of a fixer myself, but on a less personal basis than Cindy. I tend to be
more distant and am almost always in control of my emotions. I have the ability to manage mind-
numbing stress and act like it has no effect on me. But, of course, it does. Cindy continually tries
to “fix” me, but it only frustrates her.Jack is the family mechanical fixer. He would fix our cars
when Donnie would disable them, check our phone lines, and help us track down phone taps.
Mom pushed him to join the Navy from the time he graduated elementary school. He enlisted in
the Navy by the time he was 17 years old. I don’t think he thought he had a choice. Jack is
incredibly stubborn and hates to follow rules. He acted up quite a bit during the divorce, his
rebellion manifesting itself in things like setting fires, going to family counseling drunk, and
driving before he got his license. But thankfully he settled down after his years in the Navy.My
youngest sister, Glory, is an eternal optimist. She is the one to have with you when things go
really wrong. Her sense of humor could crack us up in the midst of the most tragic situations.
Once when I was directing what needed to be done after Mom died, she said, “Who died and
left you boss?” I was horrified at first … until we both started laughing about the irony of her
statement and our lives. Glory was too young to really remember the worst of the Donnie years.
But she has heard our stories for so many years, I sometimes forget that she was just a
baby.Dad, John Hart, was a tall, handsome man who thrived on the security of the family routine
he established when he married Mom. He was an excellent provider and an extremely hard
worker. The “typical” all-American family was very important to him because he did not have that
type of childhood growing up. His father died suddenly of pneumonia when my father was just
four years old. Dad remembers very little about his father, but recalls he was a peddler during the
Depression years. Grandma Pauline had my dad when she was only 16. She was a beautiful
woman who owned a dress shop, but really wasn’t equipped to take care of her young son after
her husband died. So Dad was raised by his grandmother. Great Grandma Hart only had a third
grade education, but she loved Dad and wanted him to be successful. College was never an
option in Dad’s world. Grandma Hart’s greatest wish was that he’d someday get a job with the
Chicago Transit Authority.Grandma Pauline went through a succession of boyfriends after her
husband died until she finally married Grandpa George, a long distance truck driver. Life didn’t
get much better for anyone after they married, although it was always interesting to visit them. All
of the closets, cabinets, and crawlspaces were filled with products and appliances George said
“fell off his truck.” As kids, we would get to “shop” for our Christmas presents in the many closets
and storage spaces at Grandma Pauline’s apartment.If you haven’t caught on to the beginnings
of family dysfunction yet, you will. I sometimes think it is that dysfunction that allowed Donnie to
sustain his relationship with our family for more than 20 years. The Hart family struggled with the
definition of a normal family. Dad’s half-brother, George Jr., was murdered when I was 10. There
were whispers he was involved in drugs. Dad’s half-sister was raped by a Chinese man and had



a child … at least that’s how Grandma Pauline explained her Chinese-looking grandson. As Dad
got older, Grandma Pauline was confined to a wheelchair. She would seldom get dressed and
took steroids that made a couple of hairs on her chin grow quite long. It made her look like she
had a scraggly beard.George, Pauline, Dad’s half-sister, and her son all lived in a small Chicago
apartment. Grandma was taken care of by a young man named Pauly who was mentally
challenged. Grandma Pauline claims that they found him at the local grocery store and brought
him home along with a gallon of milk and three large steaks. He slept on the porch of the
apartment. Pauly would cook dinner when we would visit.Dad found out Grandma Pauline died
when he called to wish her a happy Mother’s Day. George told him Pauline had died the previous
month and gave him the name of the cemetery where she was buried. A little impersonal, yes,
but the Hart family tended to be like that. Dad always wanted the security of the family he never
had. It probably was one of the reasons he had such a hard time letting go of Mom.My parents
met when Dad was 19 and Mom was 15. He was playing basketball in the Leyden Church
league in the Northwest Chicago suburbs in May of 1953. Mom and her girlfriend came to watch
the game and needed a ride home. Dad carefully maneuvered his way to make sure Mom was
the last one dropped off and managed to get her phone number. A month later, he bought her a
silver compact for her 16th birthday from the currency exchange where he cashed his
paychecks. I still have that compact he bought for her more than 60 years ago. It represents the
love that comes when you are too young to know what is best for you … the kind of love that only
happens in fairytales. By the time Mom was 17, they were engaged. Although there were hopes
of attending college, she was married just three weeks after her 18th birthday. My grandmother
signed the consent for a marriage license because Mom wasn’t old enough. I was born before
Mom’s 20th birthday.Dad was also a fixer. He had a talent for fixing cars and purchased his own
Standard Oil gas station not too far from O’Hare Airport in the early 1960s. He would get up early
and work late at the gas station. When it would snow, he would be out all night snowplowing
local businesses. He would get home dead tired and usually be asleep in his favorite armchair
by 8:30 each night. He knew Mom hated the fact that he was too tired to talk to her at night, but
the long days in the cold Chicago winter put him right to sleep despite his best intentions.Mom
yearned for someone she could talk to about politics, strategies, and other sundry ideas. She
was busting to be free. Mom convincingly pushed Dad to go to trade school at night. After
working all day at the gas station, he would go to DeVry Technical Institute for classes three
nights a week. These were difficult years for the Hart family. It took all of Dad’s strength to
complete the courses while working full-time at the gas station. He finally got his FCC
communications license and sold the gas station when I was in 6th grade. He started a more
“professional” job at a company called Aeronautical Radio and performed technical work on
airline communication systems.After the gas station was gone, things got better at home. The
Hart family had money in the bank. For the first time, a family vacation was an option. The
summer before Dad started at his new job, we took our first real vacation, a three-week driving
odyssey to California, visiting the obligatory tourist sites along the way; Grand Canyon, Mount



Rushmore, Yosemite, the Redwood Forest. We did them all in one big, monster family vacation,
with the four of us kids in the back of our purple station wagon, fighting, arguing, and hitting each
other for 21 straight days. The trip was fun, but we were ready to be home by the end of the three
weeks. Dad and Mom were making up for lost time. Dad was able to get home earlier and spend
more time with us. He liked working at Aeronautical Radio and thought the best days for our
family were ahead of us. Things were looking up for our family. At least Dad thought they
were.But the devil, as they say, is in the details.In March 1970, Mom announced her candidacy
for the local District 54 school board. There were 10 candidates total, including one Donnie
Rudd. The newspaper headline on April 13, 1970 announced that “Mrs. Hart Leads District 54.”
She was elected to the board along with Gerald Lewin and Donnie Rudd. In 1970, she was the
president of the fastest growing school district in the United States. Her transformation from
slightly overweight stay-at-home mom to a rather powerful community leader was almost
inevitable. She was so happy to be doing something productive and making a difference in the
school system. The growth of Hoffman Estates made her position as president of the school
board a very powerful one. Local builders negotiated with Mom regarding land contributions and
new schools. She was the lead negotiator with the teacher’s union during salary negotiations.
But things were also changing with our family. Mom’s position in the community was keeping her
away from home more and more. She had less and less to talk about with Dad. It was the
beginning of the end of our normal life.Sometimes I wish Mom had not been so smart. Her
dissatisfaction with her life seemed to be directly attributable to her IQ. She was a Mensa
member, which put her IQ in the top 2 percent of the population. Although, as the years passed,
it became clear Mensa may be a great measure of intelligence, but it certainly said nothing
about a person’s common sense or good judgment. Another question that always haunts me is
“What might have been?” What would our lives be like today if Mom could have found happiness
in being just a mother? What if she could have found the personal satisfaction she craved in
making Halloween costumes and being the most creative mom on the block? What if the simple
things that make some moms so interesting and normal had similar appeal to her? Maybe she
wouldn’t have joined the damned PTA and school board, which signaled the beginning of the
end. Maybe we would have just been the typical slightly dysfunctional all-American family.But
her choice in the relentless pursuit of “higher purpose” led her — and us — into a plummeting
descent that would forever intertwine our lives with the family of Donnie Rudd.The Rudd
FamilyAbout two miles from the Carleton Road house where we lived, Donnie Rudd and his
family moved into a small ranch tract home across from St. Hubert’s church in Hoffman Estates.
The Flagstaff ranch house was actually very small and quite homely. Donnie turned the garage
into a spare room. “Do-it-yourself” was not what he did best. Instead of a regular wall on the
outside of the house, he put up some jumbled, crooked cedar shingles making that side of the
house look like a badly built wooden shack. There was a rickety screened porch in the back. A
family room with an additional bedroom were eventually added onto the back of the house. The
walls in the back bedroom were just wood paneling nailed roughly six inches apart, the finished



sides facing each respective room they created. Donnie was not good at plastering so he
minimized the work by nailing the panels directly to the wooden studs. It didn’t make for very
good insulation, but it created the sense of a room as long as you didn’t lean on the walls which
would bend inward with any applied weight.Donnie had a very distinctive decorating style which
influenced the décor inside the small Flagstaff house, and reflected his unique personality. The
front door opened to the living room, which had red shag carpeting. Two black, shiny vinyl
couches graced the room. The wall opposite the front door was wallpapered with a faux zebra
fur. The tiny “master bathroom” walls were covered with one-foot carpet tile squares of a
checkerboard red and blue pattern. Donnie and his first wife, Louann, had wallpaper in their
bedroom made of shiny metallic paper with an overlay of velvety-flocked trees, which looked like
weeping willows. You could touch the willows, which were fuzzy and also cold and shiny. The
bedspread was a thick, black, faux fur. The kitchen had wainscoting on the bottom half and on
the top a wallpaper of bright red flowers and hearts with equally bright green vines. The last
room was a big “family room” and also the part of the addition to the house. This room had shag
carpeting that looked a bit like a calico cat, except the colors were greens and browns and
oranges. The couch was yellow vinyl with a wood back. There were big picture windows out to
the back yard. The décor in the place was visually assaulting and definitely had the Donnie
touch; he favored loud and tacky. It was a very ’70s décor, but louder and more flamboyant than
any of the other homes.Donnie was born in Winnie, Texas, in 1942. He was the son of Eddie and
Vita Mae Rudd. Donnie’s identical twin brother, Ronnie preceded him into life by only a few
minutes. His brother, John William, was born 10 months before the twins. Donnie always said he
and Ronnie were born on the kitchen table, but I haven’t been able to verify that because Eddie
and Vita Mae are dead, and Ronnie isn’t sure about the kitchen table thing, although he did say
they were born at home.The Rudd family moved to Liberty, Texas, when the boys were small.
Eddie and Vita Mae were both school teachers in Liberty for many years. Eddie and Vita Mae
were known as strict disciplinarians both in school and at home. All three Rudd boys excelled at
academics. It would not surprise anyone in Liberty to hear that all three Rudd boys had done
very well in their post high school academic pursuits. Both Ronnie and Donnie fought for
valedictorian rights as seniors at Liberty High School. Ronnie came out the winner on that one,
but Donnie was close behind.Ronnie would become one of the most successful Certified Public
Accountants in Houston, Texas. With a loving wife and family, Ronnie lives a comfortable life
without drama in a beautiful home overlooking the Texas mountain country. He is almost the alter
ego of his twin brother. An interesting contradiction: The good twin and the bad. The older
brother, John became a well-known Texas minister and later a successful businessman. Donnie
enrolled at Texas A&M in the chemical engineering program. The Rudd boys were on their way
to professional success.Donnie met his first wife while attending Texas A&M University in
College Station, Texas. Louann attended A&M’s sister college, Texas Women’s University, in
nearby Dallas. She was 19 when she met Donnie on a blind date arranged by a friend for a
college mixer between the two schools. The two became engaged a short time later. During



these early years, Louann saw little of the craziness in Donnie that would define him in later
years. She would later reflect that he was emotionally volatile when faced with situations he
could not control. At one point, Louann started questioning her decision to marry Donnie so
quickly. However, when she started talking about delaying the wedding date, Donnie responded
by threatening to drive off a bridge. Eventually, Louann and Donnie did get married in a small
wedding ceremony in Dallas, near Louann’s family home.Shortly after their marriage, Donnie
graduated from Texas A&M with his degree in Chemical Engineering. He claimed he was the
salutatorian of his high school class behind only his twin brother, Ronnie, and valedictorian of his
engineering class when he graduated from college. Shortly after graduation, he landed a job as
a chemical engineer at the US Gypsum Company, which was owned by Quaker Oats and
located in Barrington, Illinois. So the Rudd family moved to Illinois not far from our home on
Carleton Road. Shortly after the move, Donnie began attending night school at Chicago Kent
College of Law. Eventually he would get his law degree and move into the patent department at
the Quaker Oats Company.I first met Donnie when I was in middle school and he was around 29
years old. Mom asked if I could babysit for a friend. She dropped me off to watch Donnie’s three
small children. Mom was animated as she talked about how smart Donnie was as we drove to
the house. She turned her station wagon into the driveway of the small ranch house. Louann was
sitting on the couch briskly pulling each of her daughters’ hair into tight ponytails. Donnie drove
me home later and gave me a big tip. There was nothing about that meeting that would hint at
what would come or the role Donnie would play in my family’s life.Donnie and Louann were
much different than other adults. I attributed it to the fact that they were from Texas, which
seemed like a foreign country for a Midwestern suburban child. Unlike most of the men in our
working class neighborhood, Donnie was a professional and wore suits during the week. He was
particularly partial to brown suits which he wore with a wide assortment of ties, all with a link to
Texas. Sometimes he even wore a cowboy hat. His favorite after-work clothes were pastel-
colored leisure suits that looked a little like safari outfits. Sometimes he would wear a turtleneck
under the jacket of the leisure suits. He had the same outfit in several different colors but
regardless of whether he was wearing a suit, a yellow leisure suit, or blue jeans, he always wore
his cowboy boots.Louann was attractive, but extremely loud. She spoke with a strong Texas
accent and would look up at the ceiling and close her eyes when she would talk about Donnie.
She had ever-changing hobbies, which were always scattered around the house and would
dominate her conversation. Around this time, she became pregnant with her fourth child.Louann
loved crafts and creative projects. She would focus on stained glass making, then she moved on
to Native American folklore and would make beaded headbands, feather headdresses, and
loincloths, and teach all of the kids native dance routines. She was also a Mary Kay sales
representative and really wanted to win the coveted pink Cadillac by selling loads of makeup,
which was stored floor-to-ceiling in her closet. My Mom was one of her biggest clients.At some
point, the Rudd family joined our church, a conservative Southern Baptist congregation called
Bethel Baptist. Bethel Baptist was one of the largest churches in Hoffman Estates. It was



founded by Pastor Frank Bumpus. Both Mom and Dad were founding members of the church —
Mom would play the organ for Sunday services and Dad was a long time Deacon. Every Sunday,
the two families sat in the pews of the church and listened to Pastor Bumpus while he pounded
away at the pulpit with his hellfire and brimstone messages. The animated preacher would raise
his voice to full crescendo with sermons about the wrath that would befall sinners and those who
did not commit to having the Lord Jesus Christ as their personal Lord and Savior. The two
families would go out for a buffet luncheon afterwards like so many other Hoffman Estates
families. Mom and Louann became friends working on PTA projects, Girl Scouts, and craft
projects with the pack of children from the two families. Life seemed idyllic and no one
suspected that the burgeoning friendship between the two families would be the catalyst for
what happened next.Mom and Donnie also became friends and confidants through their
positions on the local school board. The local newspapers screamed their names as they
maneuvered through high profile, political issues such as separating the large district from
oversight by the County School Superintendent. Both Mom and Donnie would trade off on
serving as president of the board. In July 1970, Donnie was also nominated to serve as a
member of the Hoffman Estates Planning Commission. Their important positions on the school
board also required a certain amount of travel, much to my dad’s chagrin. Dad really struggled to
adjust to Mom’s transformation from stay-at-home wife and mother to local socialite. Mom was
spending a lot of time with Donnie, so she constantly reassured Dad everything was OK. She
also became friends with Louann, which seemed to make everything a little better. We were just
two suburban families that enjoyed each other’s company and spent a significant amount of time
together.I was in eighth grade the first time I saw something unusual in the Rudd household.
Mom dropped me off to help Louann with the three girls during a shopping trip. When I arrived at
the small ranch house, Louann was getting her things together in the kitchen. Lying on the floor
of the kitchen, just a short distance from one of the bedrooms, was Donnie. He didn’t have a
pillow under his head and was motionless on the cold, hard floor. Louann seemed to be
oblivious to the prostrate body of her husband as she put items into her purse and talked to
me.“Is Mr. Rudd OK?” I finally asked.“Don’t mind him,” she answered. “Sometimes he just does
that.” She stepped over his feet to pick up her car keys and motioned for me to get the girls so
we could leave. I looked over my shoulder as I left the kitchen and saw him lift his head. Louann
didn’t mention the incident again.The Hart and Rudd family were spending more and more time
together, yet tension was building between the spouses. Mom and Dad argued frequently
behind closed doors after they came home from dinner with Donnie and Louann. One particular
argument occurred when Dad objected to Mom attending an educational conference in another
state. He seemed particularly disconcerted that Donnie would also be attending. It just didn’t
look right to him. Still, everyone continued to go to church on Sunday and the two families
started talking about taking a vacation together during the summer of 1971.But trouble was
brewing … and it would all come to a head in late summer right before I started my first year of
high school.The Break UpFriday, August 13, 1971, was the end of our family as we knew it. And



it was the beginning of the “Donnie Years” for the Hart family. How appropriate that Friday the
13th was the day Mom announced she wanted a divorce.I had just attended high school
orientation and was going to start school in a couple of weeks. Cindy was also getting ready for
junior high and already had her schedule and books. Glory and Jack were still in elementary
school. It was a characteristically hot and sticky Chicago summer day when Dad received a call
from Mom in the late afternoon. She sounded upset and told him that she had something
important to tell him. After getting off the phone, the more Dad thought about the conversation,
the more concerned he became. He finally jumped in the car and headed for home. Cancer, he
thought. She must have cancer for her to summon me home in this manner. He pulled into the
driveway and jumped out of his truck.Mom was in their bedroom sitting on the bed waiting for
him. The important news was blunt and totally unexpected. In a flat, emotionless voice, the
woman he married more than 15 years ago coolly blurted out:“I want to marry Donnie. I want to
leave. I don’t want anything but Donnie. You can have the house. You can have the kids. You can
have the money. Just let me leave.”“You’re having an affair?” he asked incredulously. “You’re
having an affair … with Donnie?” Without waiting for an answer and too stunned to fully take in
the information he had just ingested, Dad added, “Does Louann know?”Mom was calm and
unequivocal about her decision.“Donnie told Louann this afternoon. We want to be
together.”Dad’s next impulse was unexpected. He picked up the telephone sitting on the dresser
near Mom and promptly dialed Louann’s number.“Louann, this is John Hart.”Louann was
puzzled. Although the two families were friends, Dad had never called the Rudd house
before.“Has Donnie talked to you?” he asked politely. Louann would later say as soon as she
heard Dad’s voice she instantly knew why he was calling.“Talked to me about what?” she
asked.“Never mind,” he answered and quickly hung up.“Are you sure Donnie wants a divorce?”
Dad calmly asked my mother. “It doesn’t seem as if he told Louann.”For the first time since she
made her bold decision, Mom looked a little uncertain.“I am sure he told her,” she answered.
“Donnie said he would tell her this afternoon at the same time I told you.”A couple of miles away,
Louann sat looking at the phone in her hand for several minutes. Finally, with steely resolve, she
dialed Donnie’s office number at the Quaker Oats Company.“Donnie, do you have something to
tell me?” she asked.Donnie smugly denied there was a story to be told.“John Hart just called me
and asked if I talked to you,” Louann told him. “Why would John Hart be calling me?” Still, Donnie
feigned ignorance.“Donnie, you need to come home right now and tell me what is going on!”
Louann insisted. But Donnie hung up on her. She tried calling him back repeatedly but he
wouldn’t answer his phone. He stayed at the office long enough to make sure Louann would get
her information from Dad, absolving Donnie of the manly duty of having to own up for his
actions.It has never been clear what initially attracted Mom to Donnie. She couldn’t articulate
what she saw in this man whose actions and emotions never matched what he said in his love
letters. Donnie was admittedly smart and confident, although “arrogant” was the modifier most
people used to describe him. It’s possible she was impressed with the fact that he was a lawyer.
Maybe her life with Dad was just not enough for her or maybe she really didn’t want to be a mom



to four kids. Dad would say Mom and Donnie “fell in love with each other’s brains” when he tried
to explain it to us. But most of the time, I think Donnie just sucked her in. She really had no
control over the situation. Donnie told her she was the smartest woman he had ever met. He told
her she was beautiful and special, and she wanted to believe everything he said was true. He
wrote poems for her and told her he could not live without her. The love he wrote about was
different than the love she had known and grown up with. It was intense and passionate and not
based on the reality of married life. Donnie’s world of adventure, soul mates, and endless love
was different from the saccharine Girl Scout meetings, backyard barbecues, and suburban
sameness that defined our family life.During this time, nothing mattered to Mom except for her
infatuation with Donnie. But Dad was not going to let his marriage end without a fight. Although
Mom seemed adamant that all she wanted was Donnie, it wasn’t quite as clear that she really
wanted to leave her old life behind. Although she was seeing Donnie, she came home each
night and slept in her bedroom with Dad next to her. During one after-dinner discussion, Mom
suggested maybe an arrangement could be negotiated. She would stay and continue to act as
wife and mother, but only if Dad gave her Tuesdays and Thursdays off for visitation with
Donnie.Dad looked at her disbelievingly. “You want a date night?” he asked. “What am I
supposed to do on Tuesday and Thursday?”“Join a bowling league,” was Mom’s terse resolution.
One thing was becoming clear about Mom. The only thing stronger than her infatuation with
Donnie was her fear of being alone. It was something that would never change for as long as she
was alive. Right now she needed Dad at home, waiting for her, in case things with Donnie did not
work out. But she was not going to give up Donnie.The Donnie obsession went way beyond
anything in the realm of normal. Mom loved us, but we knew Donnie was first in her heart. I used
to say that I hoped I was never in a sinking boat with Mom, Donnie, and two life preservers
because I knew who would be swimming. That may sound terrible, but Mom wasn’t mean. It’s
not that she didn’t love her children or try to be a good mother. She just never managed to quite
hit the mark, but each of us loved her unconditionally. Her fantasy life was in overdrive, and
Prince Charming had arrived to take her to the ball. Reality, however, was waiting around the
corner.Unfortunately, when you dance with the devil, things don’t always turn out the way you
planned.LIVING WITH THE DEVILA family’s search for the truth in the face of deception,
infidelity and murderA Memoir by Lori and Cindy HartLIVING WITH THE DEVILA family’s search
for the truth in the face of deception, infidelity and murderA Memoir by Lori and Cindy
HartLIVING WITH THE DEVIL. Copyright © 2016 by Lori Hart and Cindy Mulligan. All rights
reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means
without written permission from the authors.>Cover artwork by Terisa DavisPrinted in the United
States of America.LIVING WITH THE DEVIL. Copyright © 2016 by Lori Hart and Cindy Mulligan.
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any
means without written permission from the authors.>Cover artwork by Terisa DavisISBN
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Davis for creating the book cover.Our husbands, Ron and John, for their supportDedicationJust
when you think you finally understand your family,Just when you think your family members are
under control,Just when you think you can leave your childhood family behind, some
unanticipated event will rock you to your core, shattering all of your carefully constructed
perceptions of family.The magnitude of family will sweep through you and you will know with
irrefutable certainty that everything you are and will be, can be attributed to your family.This book
is dedicated to our large, crazy, chaotic family and especially to our Mother. She always said you
can pick your nose but you don’t pick your family.We miss her every day.DedicationJust when
you think you finally understand your family,Just when you think your family members are under
control, Just when you think you can leave your childhood family behind, some unanticipated
event will rock you to your core, shattering all of your carefully constructed perceptions of family.
The magnitude of family will sweep through you and you will know with irrefutable certainty that
everything you are and will be, can be attributed to your family.This book is dedicated to our
large, crazy, chaotic family and especially to our Mother. She always said you can pick your nose
but you don’t pick your family. We miss her every day.Prologue“Who but the mad would choose
to keep on living? In the end, aren’t we all just a little crazy?”— Libby Bray(February,
2013)“Maybe we have the day wrong.”I’m tired of sitting in the car. The cold is making my nose
run as I cradle my fingers around the coffee cup to keep them warm. My sister, Cindy, is
scrunched down in the front seat texting furiously on her phone. She looks up occasionally and
wipes away some of the fog from the window as she peers back towards the entrance of the
cemetery.“I’m sure it’s going to happen today,” she snaps. “Be patient!”I lean back in my seat and
roll my window down a few inches to get a clearer view. The unwelcomed cold air rushes in and
within seconds I can feel it stiffening the leather seat. Even under more pleasant circumstances
this would be a miserable way to spend an afternoon. But these were far from pleasant
circumstances.From my vantage point, the grave is barely visible. The headstone is engraved
only with her name: Noreen Rudd. The grave next to Noreen’s is adorned with the name of her
mother, Irene Kumeta, who died only recently.The wind picks up, blowing the last of autumn’s
leaves across the two graves. It makes me shiver and I roll the window back up and lean back in
the car seat, sipping intermittently from the coffee that seems to grow cooler by the minute. From
the corner of my eye I can see Cindy’s profile. She is frowning at her phone, probably texting
back and forth with her youngest son, Matt. Matt is 16 years old and was not born when this
story began. Occasionally, she anxiously glances in her rearview mirror determined not to miss
anything or to be caught off guard. Cindy is my rock. She keeps me focused. I can’t think of
anyone else I would rather be here with than my sister. I close my eyes, lean back, and lose
myself in a myriad of thoughts and questions — and the unlikely journey that has brought us to
this place.“Someone’s coming!” Cindy whispers, excitedly jarring me back to reality. Her phone
tumbles to the floor as we both scramble to look toward the cemetery entrance. A line of cars
drives slowly down the winding entrance road.“You were right,” I whisper breathlessly as the cars
slowly come to a stop near Noreen’s grave.I can see the emblem on the side of one of the police



cars. Arlington Heights. Closely following the police car is a black hearse. I am transfixed as the
convoy stops and the doors start opening. A variety of people step out into the chilly Chicago air.
One sets up a tripod with a camera pointed towards Noreen’s grave. A small truck with the name
of the cemetery pulls up and several men jump out and lift numerous orange construction horses
and set them close to the headstone. The men retrieve shovels from the truck and begin to
position themselves around the grave. Someone gives a signal and the men slip black masks
over their faces as the cameraman appears to begin filming the event.“Why are they wearing
masks?” Cindy whispers.“I don’t think they want their faces on the film,” I answer. I don’t realize at
the time that the wearing of the masks is actually for sanitary and protective reasons, as an
environmental health officer — who was undoubtedly one of the many men who were present
around the gravesite — usually supervises the workers as well as the entire process.For what
seems like eternity, the men painstakingly remove the last vestiges of earth around the casket
and jostle it from its vault enclosure. As the rusting box is lifted from the ground, it swings
backwards, striking the headstone and splitting it in two. One of the men tried valiantly to prevent
the casket from hitting the stone, but it was too late. The tombstone cracked evenly between her
first and last name, an eerie sign.The casket carrying the body of young Noreen Kumeta Rudd is
moved slowly towards the hearse. It is slid into the back and the large back doors slam shut,
blocking our view.Forty years ago, 19-year-old Noreen was laid to rest in this small cemetery plot
wearing the white wedding dress she was married in only 27 days before her death. The recent
court order allowing her body to be exhumed has disturbed her eternal sleep as the authorities,
awash with fresh and potentially incendiary information, grope to find answers to her untimely
death.The small procession of cars drearily winds its way out of the cemetery leaving only the
cemetery workers to place orange construction horses around the now-empty grave. Eventually,
the workers also retreat from the empty grave leaving only Cindy and I still staring transfixed on
the hole in the ground.“What do we do now?” I ask.“I guess we’ll wait to see if Noreen can shed
light on what happened,” Cindy carefully answers.I start the car and move toward the exit. It is
almost anticlimactic to think we will now just head for home. I know it is another stop in the
journey that started so many years ago. It is another piece in the puzzle that will help us know
what happened in our childhood suburban house.I clearly remember the day Noreen died,
although I was only a junior in high school. It seems like her shadow has always been in our
lives. The uncertainty of her death, and the way it has interwoven its way into our lives hovered
over us for more than four decades. Perhaps the exhumation of her body will finally uncover the
truth, bringing along with it peace and rest … not only to her, but also to us.I glance over at
Cindy, who’s deep in thought. Her phone keeps beeping, but she appears not to hear it. I want
desperately for her to say something. But she isn’t saying a word as we sit in the middle of this
garden of death. The open grave can be seen in the rearview mirror as we slowly head towards
the cemetery entrance. I can’t help but think about the man who brought Cindy and me to this
small cemetery on a cold, blustery Chicago day. It has been more than forty years since we first
met our stepfather, Donnie Rudd.What you’re about to read is a journey into the mind and life of



a man who built his life on a foundation of lies and deceit. With a path of destruction always in his
rearview mirror, he’d drive on to his next destination intact. But he left survivors who would
always remember the impact he had on their lives. Survivors like Cindy and me.There’s an old
saying that time will either promote you or expose you. After more than four decades, we believe
Father Time has shown up — replete with hourglass in hand — to do what he does best. And the
top bulb of the hourglass is nearly empty.Cindy turns and asks me the familiar question:Do you
think he did it?Prologue “Who but the mad would choose to keep on living? In the end, aren’t we
all just a little crazy?”— Libby Bray(February, 2013)“Maybe we have the day wrong.”I’m tired of
sitting in the car. The cold is making my nose run as I cradle my fingers around the coffee cup to
keep them warm. My sister, Cindy, is scrunched down in the front seat texting furiously on her
phone. She looks up occasionally and wipes away some of the fog from the window as she
peers back towards the entrance of the cemetery.“I’m sure it’s going to happen today,” she
snaps. “Be patient!”I lean back in my seat and roll my window down a few inches to get a clearer
view. The unwelcomed cold air rushes in and within seconds I can feel it stiffening the leather
seat. Even under more pleasant circumstances this would be a miserable way to spend an
afternoon. But these were far from pleasant circumstances.From my vantage point, the grave is
barely visible. The headstone is engraved only with her name: Noreen Rudd. The grave next to
Noreen’s is adorned with the name of her mother, Irene Kumeta, who died only recently.The
wind picks up, blowing the last of autumn’s leaves across the two graves. It makes me shiver and
I roll the window back up and lean back in the car seat, sipping intermittently from the coffee that
seems to grow cooler by the minute. From the corner of my eye I can see Cindy’s profile. She is
frowning at her phone, probably texting back and forth with her youngest son, Matt. Matt is 16
years old and was not born when this story began. Occasionally, she anxiously glances in her
rearview mirror determined not to miss anything or to be caught off guard. Cindy is my rock. She
keeps me focused. I can’t think of anyone else I would rather be here with than my sister. I close
my eyes, lean back, and lose myself in a myriad of thoughts and questions — and the unlikely
journey that has brought us to this place.“Someone’s coming!” Cindy whispers, excitedly jarring
me back to reality. Her phone tumbles to the floor as we both scramble to look toward the
cemetery entrance. A line of cars drives slowly down the winding entrance road.“You were right,”
I whisper breathlessly as the cars slowly come to a stop near Noreen’s grave.I can see the
emblem on the side of one of the police cars. Arlington Heights. Closely following the police car
is a black hearse. I am transfixed as the convoy stops and the doors start opening. A variety of
people step out into the chilly Chicago air. One sets up a tripod with a camera pointed towards
Noreen’s grave. A small truck with the name of the cemetery pulls up and several men jump out
and lift numerous orange construction horses and set them close to the headstone. The men
retrieve shovels from the truck and begin to position themselves around the grave. Someone
gives a signal and the men slip black masks over their faces as the cameraman appears to
begin filming the event.“Why are they wearing masks?” Cindy whispers.“I don’t think they want
their faces on the film,” I answer. I don’t realize at the time that the wearing of the masks is



actually for sanitary and protective reasons, as an environmental health officer — who was
undoubtedly one of the many men who were present around the gravesite — usually supervises
the workers as well as the entire process.For what seems like eternity, the men painstakingly
remove the last vestiges of earth around the casket and jostle it from its vault enclosure. As the
rusting box is lifted from the ground, it swings backwards, striking the headstone and splitting it
in two. One of the men tried valiantly to prevent the casket from hitting the stone, but it was too
late. The tombstone cracked evenly between her first and last name, an eerie sign.The casket
carrying the body of young Noreen Kumeta Rudd is moved slowly towards the hearse. It is slid
into the back and the large back doors slam shut, blocking our view.Forty years ago, 19-year-old
Noreen was laid to rest in this small cemetery plot wearing the white wedding dress she was
married in only 27 days before her death. The recent court order allowing her body to be
exhumed has disturbed her eternal sleep as the authorities, awash with fresh and potentially
incendiary information, grope to find answers to her untimely death.The small procession of cars
drearily winds its way out of the cemetery leaving only the cemetery workers to place orange
construction horses around the now-empty grave. Eventually, the workers also retreat from the
empty grave leaving only Cindy and I still staring transfixed on the hole in the ground.“What do
we do now?” I ask.“I guess we’ll wait to see if Noreen can shed light on what happened,” Cindy
carefully answers.I start the car and move toward the exit. It is almost anticlimactic to think we
will now just head for home. I know it is another stop in the journey that started so many years
ago. It is another piece in the puzzle that will help us know what happened in our childhood
suburban house.I clearly remember the day Noreen died, although I was only a junior in high
school. It seems like her shadow has always been in our lives. The uncertainty of her death, and
the way it has interwoven its way into our lives hovered over us for more than four decades.
Perhaps the exhumation of her body will finally uncover the truth, bringing along with it peace
and rest … not only to her, but also to us.I glance over at Cindy, who’s deep in thought. Her
phone keeps beeping, but she appears not to hear it. I want desperately for her to say
something. But she isn’t saying a word as we sit in the middle of this garden of death. The open
grave can be seen in the rearview mirror as we slowly head towards the cemetery entrance. I
can’t help but think about the man who brought Cindy and me to this small cemetery on a cold,
blustery Chicago day. It has been more than forty years since we first met our stepfather, Donnie
Rudd.What you’re about to read is a journey into the mind and life of a man who built his life on a
foundation of lies and deceit. With a path of destruction always in his rearview mirror, he’d drive
on to his next destination intact. But he left survivors who would always remember the impact he
had on their lives. Survivors like Cindy and me.There’s an old saying that time will either promote
you or expose you. After more than four decades, we believe Father Time has shown up —
replete with hourglass in hand — to do what he does best. And the top bulb of the hourglass is
nearly empty.Cindy turns and asks me the familiar question:Do you think he did it?The QuestionI
still can’t get Cindy’s question out of my head. I am sitting at a table in the back corner of a
Starbucks and it’s driving me crazy. I hate the fact that this haunting question caused my sister



and me to take on the role of amateur sleuths and stalk an exhumation at a local cemetery. In
some strange way, this might be the price for peace.I pop open my computer and Google the
word that’s been stuck in my head for some time now: Sociopath. The results are quick — and
dead-on.“A person with a psychopathic personality whose behavior is antisocial, often criminal,
and who lacks a sense of moral responsibility or social conscience.”Or maybe this
one:“Sociopaths have little regard for the feelings of others and use manipulation to get what
they desire.”But Google definitions aren’t working for me. At least not today. Google’s sociopath
seems orderly. Clinical. Almost boring. There’s no hint of the madness, destruction, and chaos
we endured from living with a real sociopath. It’s the difference between reading about a tornado
and watching it barrel toward your home, spitting dirt, plants, and debris, leaving a path of
destruction in its wake.For more than 25 years, our lives have revolved around the life and
actions of one real, live, breathing, crazy sociopath. A man who felt no guilt. A man with ice
coursing through his veins and a passionless heart beating in his chest. I think he was our
stepfather — but even as I write the words, I can’t be sure. Because you can never, ever, be sure
anything a sociopath says is true — even when it is about something as simple as whether he
was married to your mother when she died.Do you think he did it?The question drags me
reluctantly to the past. Closing my eyes helps me focus. So with eyes closed tightly, I begin the
kaleidoscope of memories that always follow the question. After years of languishing in the back
roads of my mind, I have an overwhelming desire to figure out what really happened at our
childhood home. To find some peace in the truth surrounding our family. The past cannot be laid
to rest until the truth is told.That search for truth — or at least understanding — has been
difficult. It is undeniably complicated and the passage of years doesn’t make it any easier to
solve the mystery, even if time has brought some clarity to events that occurred so many years
ago. Most mysteries have common denominators that are premised on strong emotions.
Emotions like love, passion, jealousy, or revenge. But Donnie Rudd was incapable of that type of
feeling. That lack of emotions makes it harder to understand the man.Over the years, I read
books about famous sociopaths and tried to compare their lives with what we knew about
Donnie. There is a certain familiarity in many of the stories. The lies. The schemes. The
manipulation of family and friends. The selfish, egotistical acts. But none of these stories really
tell you what it is like to be on the inside of living with madness. To be in the eye of the storm
every day. To eat breakfast each morning with a man under suspicion of multiple murders. To
have the normalcy of life in the suburbs interrupted by murder, infidelity and violence.Donnie
was president of the District 54 school board when I graduated from middle school. He handed
me my diploma after they called my name. When I got back to my seat and unrolled the diploma,
he had drawn little hearts around my name. Again, a conflicting flood of emotions at the
memory.We despised the crises that followed him, but found the adrenaline rush that came with
his escapades, addictive and intoxicating. We knew he was a liar, but found ourselves believing
the incredible things he said. We accepted Donnie as normal, only to be dragged back to the
reality of his insanity by some totally unpredictable, senseless act.Right now you are probably



wondering about me and Cindy. It is true that our lives were surrounded by madness, but we are
remarkably sane — most of the time. I am the mother of two grown girls. I have been married for
30 years and work as a professional for the same company for the last 15 years. Cindy has been
married almost as long and has two boys. We talk about what we would be like if Donnie had not
been part of our lives. But neither of us can imagine a childhood without him. “No regrets” is what
we tell each other. We even wore T-shirts one summer a couple of years ago with that saying
emblazoned on our chests. No one can change the past. But every now and then, Cindy and I
decide we are going to try and figure things out. Two middle aged women trying desperately to
put their unusual childhood into perspective. Are we who we are because of what happened or
in spite of what happened? It is during these times, we know that we have not really left Donnie
behind.I believe this is a true story. But all I can really say is that it is our truth. It is what we saw
and what we felt during the difficult years when Donnie was the focus of our family life. When you
live with the devil, it is not always easy to figure out the truth. About anything.The smoldering of
my hot coffee dissipates by the time it reaches my face, I resign myself to the fact that the story
— no matter how strange and convoluted — needs to be told. Did he do it? I’m still not sure. But I
do know why I am finally sitting down at this computer.It is because I think they are going to
arrest him.The Question I still can’t get Cindy’s question out of my head. I am sitting at a table in
the back corner of a Starbucks and it’s driving me crazy. I hate the fact that this haunting
question caused my sister and me to take on the role of amateur sleuths and stalk an
exhumation at a local cemetery. In some strange way, this might be the price for peace.I pop
open my computer and Google the word that’s been stuck in my head for some time now:
Sociopath. The results are quick — and dead-on.“A person with a psychopathic personality
whose behavior is antisocial, often criminal, and who lacks a sense of moral responsibility or
social conscience.”Or maybe this one:“Sociopaths have little regard for the feelings of others
and use manipulation to get what they desire.”But Google definitions aren’t working for me. At
least not today. Google’s sociopath seems orderly. Clinical. Almost boring. There’s no hint of the
madness, destruction, and chaos we endured from living with a real sociopath. It’s the difference
between reading about a tornado and watching it barrel toward your home, spitting dirt, plants,
and debris, leaving a path of destruction in its wake.For more than 25 years, our lives have
revolved around the life and actions of one real, live, breathing, crazy sociopath. A man who felt
no guilt. A man with ice coursing through his veins and a passionless heart beating in his chest. I
think he was our stepfather — but even as I write the words, I can’t be sure. Because you can
never, ever, be sure anything a sociopath says is true — even when it is about something as
simple as whether he was married to your mother when she died.Do you think he did it?The
question drags me reluctantly to the past. Closing my eyes helps me focus. So with eyes closed
tightly, I begin the kaleidoscope of memories that always follow the question. After years of
languishing in the back roads of my mind, I have an overwhelming desire to figure out what really
happened at our childhood home. To find some peace in the truth surrounding our family. The
past cannot be laid to rest until the truth is told.That search for truth — or at least understanding



— has been difficult. It is undeniably complicated and the passage of years doesn’t make it any
easier to solve the mystery, even if time has brought some clarity to events that occurred so
many years ago. Most mysteries have common denominators that are premised on strong
emotions. Emotions like love, passion, jealousy, or revenge. But Donnie Rudd was incapable of
that type of feeling. That lack of emotions makes it harder to understand the man.Over the years,
I read books about famous sociopaths and tried to compare their lives with what we knew about
Donnie. There is a certain familiarity in many of the stories. The lies. The schemes. The
manipulation of family and friends. The selfish, egotistical acts. But none of these stories really
tell you what it is like to be on the inside of living with madness. To be in the eye of the storm
every day. To eat breakfast each morning with a man under suspicion of multiple murders. To
have the normalcy of life in the suburbs interrupted by murder, infidelity and violence.Donnie
was president of the District 54 school board when I graduated from middle school. He handed
me my diploma after they called my name. When I got back to my seat and unrolled the diploma,
he had drawn little hearts around my name. Again, a conflicting flood of emotions at the
memory.We despised the crises that followed him, but found the adrenaline rush that came with
his escapades, addictive and intoxicating. We knew he was a liar, but found ourselves believing
the incredible things he said. We accepted Donnie as normal, only to be dragged back to the
reality of his insanity by some totally unpredictable, senseless act.Right now you are probably
wondering about me and Cindy. It is true that our lives were surrounded by madness, but we are
remarkably sane — most of the time. I am the mother of two grown girls. I have been married for
30 years and work as a professional for the same company for the last 15 years. Cindy has been
married almost as long and has two boys. We talk about what we would be like if Donnie had not
been part of our lives. But neither of us can imagine a childhood without him. “No regrets” is what
we tell each other. We even wore T-shirts one summer a couple of years ago with that saying
emblazoned on our chests. No one can change the past. But every now and then, Cindy and I
decide we are going to try and figure things out. Two middle aged women trying desperately to
put their unusual childhood into perspective. Are we who we are because of what happened or
in spite of what happened? It is during these times, we know that we have not really left Donnie
behind.I believe this is a true story. But all I can really say is that it is our truth. It is what we saw
and what we felt during the difficult years when Donnie was the focus of our family life. When you
live with the devil, it is not always easy to figure out the truth. About anything.The smoldering of
my hot coffee dissipates by the time it reaches my face, I resign myself to the fact that the story
— no matter how strange and convoluted — needs to be told. Did he do it? I’m still not sure. But I
do know why I am finally sitting down at this computer.It is because I think they are going to
arrest him.The Beginning: The Hart FamilyIt’s hard to tell the Hart family story and even harder to
know where to start. It has always been difficult for others to see what we saw. Eventually, we
retreated from the passion of wanting outsiders to know about our previous crazy life. To solve
the enigma, there would need to be an understanding of the man. To see the whole picture. And
to do that, we have to start at the beginning.My mom, Dianne Hart, was a complex, brilliant,



difficult, obsessive, conflicted, hard-to-understand individual who was the lynchpin of our family.
She parlayed her intelligence into a peculiar kind of creativity. She would make my Girl Scout
troop cook without utensils on our weekend camping trips. She forced us to use orange peels as
pans to cook eggs and soup. She would hang small cereal boxes and bananas on the bushes in
the back yard and make us “pick” our breakfast from nature. She organized the fun fair at our
elementary school, spending days building the haunted house. There was something
indefinable that drove Mom to prove she was different. She was constantly looking for ways to
distinguish herself. It was like she knew she was an extraordinary person trapped in the life and
body of someone who lived an ordinary life. She was always looking for a way out of her
suburban lifestyle. She desperately sought an escape from the dregs of commonplace that held
her back and obliterated her dreams of the nirvana of exceptionality that would make her
something and someone special.Mom was a pretty woman, even though she struggled with her
weight. Her prototypical ’60s hairdo was fashionable and well maintained. Each week, she would
get her hair done at the local beauty shop and then sleep on her stomach with her face between
the crack of two pillows to try and keep the hairdo in place as long as possible between
appointments. She would meticulously put on her false eyelashes when she went out at
night.While things were attractive and well-kempt on the outside, the inner workings were a bit
less glamorous. We lived in a small northwestern suburb of Chicago called Hoffman Estates.
Our parents bought a beautiful tri-level home there for $23,000. In the early 1960’s, this was
considered to be quite an accomplishment. We had an above-ground pool with a fenced-in
backyard. Everything about this neighborhood was perfect. At least from the outside.At an early
age, I remember coming home and finding Mom lying on the couch looking lethargic and bored.
Discontentment was evident in the way she moved, the way she spoke, and the perfunctory
actions she laboriously and unenthusiastically performed. The dishes were piling up in the sink
and the laundry would go undone until it reached critical status. Our grandparents (Mom’s
parents) started coming over every Tuesday to bring us doughnuts and work all day to clean the
house and do the laundry. Mom would periodically have bursts of energy during which she
would undertake initiatives as diverse as starting a catering business to redecorating the entire
house. Eventually, though, she would lose interest and return to her magazines or books, looking
for a more significant meaning to her life.Hindsight being 20/20, I look back now at all the signs
that something was not quite right. But in my wildest dreams, I could never have dreamed how
wrong things could go. Chronic unhappiness and discontentment plagued Mom for most of her
marriage and her life. Dad always said Mom wanted more than he could give her. Turns out she
wanted more out of life than being a mom and a wife. She just didn’t know how to get there. Until
Donnie.I was born in 1957, the oldest of the four Hart children. Cindy came two years later and
Jack was born the following year. Glory is the baby and came along in 1963. The four of us are
products of a dysfunctional family reared in an era of time we call “The Donnie Years.” We
survived, but there is undeniable collateral damage. You can see it in each of our personalities,
our idiosyncrasies, and how we react to stress. We are a family obsessed with solving problems



and fixing the unfixable. It’s a role we took on early in life, necessitated by the vortex of
tribulations brought on by The Donnie Years. For Cindy, there is no problem too big to solve.
From the mundanities of figuring out your bank account or your vacation issues, to managing
your love life and your family problems, Cindy is well suited for the role. She will also do anything
to keep peace. She never raises her voice and never seems angry — even when she is. She
always hated the confrontations and struggles that were part of our childhood. I can still see her
small figure with her hands over her ears and her eyes wide open as she processed the
unfolding drama of The Donnie Years. She was fiercely protective of our father during the divorce
and still shares a special bond with him.Mom called me the “Queen of Harts.” Cindy and Glory
called me “The Boss.” I think they mean the same thing. I don’t apologize for it because someone
needed to be in charge during years of family crises. It was usually me. I always have a mental
agenda of what needs to get done before I go to bed. Life is one big list of chores when you are
in charge. I am also a bit of a fixer myself, but on a less personal basis than Cindy. I tend to be
more distant and am almost always in control of my emotions. I have the ability to manage mind-
numbing stress and act like it has no effect on me. But, of course, it does. Cindy continually tries
to “fix” me, but it only frustrates her.Jack is the family mechanical fixer. He would fix our cars
when Donnie would disable them, check our phone lines, and help us track down phone taps.
Mom pushed him to join the Navy from the time he graduated elementary school. He enlisted in
the Navy by the time he was 17 years old. I don’t think he thought he had a choice. Jack is
incredibly stubborn and hates to follow rules. He acted up quite a bit during the divorce, his
rebellion manifesting itself in things like setting fires, going to family counseling drunk, and
driving before he got his license. But thankfully he settled down after his years in the Navy.My
youngest sister, Glory, is an eternal optimist. She is the one to have with you when things go
really wrong. Her sense of humor could crack us up in the midst of the most tragic situations.
Once when I was directing what needed to be done after Mom died, she said, “Who died and
left you boss?” I was horrified at first … until we both started laughing about the irony of her
statement and our lives. Glory was too young to really remember the worst of the Donnie years.
But she has heard our stories for so many years, I sometimes forget that she was just a
baby.Dad, John Hart, was a tall, handsome man who thrived on the security of the family routine
he established when he married Mom. He was an excellent provider and an extremely hard
worker. The “typical” all-American family was very important to him because he did not have that
type of childhood growing up. His father died suddenly of pneumonia when my father was just
four years old. Dad remembers very little about his father, but recalls he was a peddler during the
Depression years. Grandma Pauline had my dad when she was only 16. She was a beautiful
woman who owned a dress shop, but really wasn’t equipped to take care of her young son after
her husband died. So Dad was raised by his grandmother. Great Grandma Hart only had a third
grade education, but she loved Dad and wanted him to be successful. College was never an
option in Dad’s world. Grandma Hart’s greatest wish was that he’d someday get a job with the
Chicago Transit Authority.Grandma Pauline went through a succession of boyfriends after her



husband died until she finally married Grandpa George, a long distance truck driver. Life didn’t
get much better for anyone after they married, although it was always interesting to visit them. All
of the closets, cabinets, and crawlspaces were filled with products and appliances George said
“fell off his truck.” As kids, we would get to “shop” for our Christmas presents in the many closets
and storage spaces at Grandma Pauline’s apartment.If you haven’t caught on to the beginnings
of family dysfunction yet, you will. I sometimes think it is that dysfunction that allowed Donnie to
sustain his relationship with our family for more than 20 years. The Hart family struggled with the
definition of a normal family. Dad’s half-brother, George Jr., was murdered when I was 10. There
were whispers he was involved in drugs. Dad’s half-sister was raped by a Chinese man and had
a child … at least that’s how Grandma Pauline explained her Chinese-looking grandson. As Dad
got older, Grandma Pauline was confined to a wheelchair. She would seldom get dressed and
took steroids that made a couple of hairs on her chin grow quite long. It made her look like she
had a scraggly beard.George, Pauline, Dad’s half-sister, and her son all lived in a small Chicago
apartment. Grandma was taken care of by a young man named Pauly who was mentally
challenged. Grandma Pauline claims that they found him at the local grocery store and brought
him home along with a gallon of milk and three large steaks. He slept on the porch of the
apartment. Pauly would cook dinner when we would visit.Dad found out Grandma Pauline died
when he called to wish her a happy Mother’s Day. George told him Pauline had died the previous
month and gave him the name of the cemetery where she was buried. A little impersonal, yes,
but the Hart family tended to be like that. Dad always wanted the security of the family he never
had. It probably was one of the reasons he had such a hard time letting go of Mom.My parents
met when Dad was 19 and Mom was 15. He was playing basketball in the Leyden Church
league in the Northwest Chicago suburbs in May of 1953. Mom and her girlfriend came to watch
the game and needed a ride home. Dad carefully maneuvered his way to make sure Mom was
the last one dropped off and managed to get her phone number. A month later, he bought her a
silver compact for her 16th birthday from the currency exchange where he cashed his
paychecks. I still have that compact he bought for her more than 60 years ago. It represents the
love that comes when you are too young to know what is best for you … the kind of love that only
happens in fairytales. By the time Mom was 17, they were engaged. Although there were hopes
of attending college, she was married just three weeks after her 18th birthday. My grandmother
signed the consent for a marriage license because Mom wasn’t old enough. I was born before
Mom’s 20th birthday.Dad was also a fixer. He had a talent for fixing cars and purchased his own
Standard Oil gas station not too far from O’Hare Airport in the early 1960s. He would get up early
and work late at the gas station. When it would snow, he would be out all night snowplowing
local businesses. He would get home dead tired and usually be asleep in his favorite armchair
by 8:30 each night. He knew Mom hated the fact that he was too tired to talk to her at night, but
the long days in the cold Chicago winter put him right to sleep despite his best intentions.Mom
yearned for someone she could talk to about politics, strategies, and other sundry ideas. She
was busting to be free. Mom convincingly pushed Dad to go to trade school at night. After



working all day at the gas station, he would go to DeVry Technical Institute for classes three
nights a week. These were difficult years for the Hart family. It took all of Dad’s strength to
complete the courses while working full-time at the gas station. He finally got his FCC
communications license and sold the gas station when I was in 6th grade. He started a more
“professional” job at a company called Aeronautical Radio and performed technical work on
airline communication systems.After the gas station was gone, things got better at home. The
Hart family had money in the bank. For the first time, a family vacation was an option. The
summer before Dad started at his new job, we took our first real vacation, a three-week driving
odyssey to California, visiting the obligatory tourist sites along the way; Grand Canyon, Mount
Rushmore, Yosemite, the Redwood Forest. We did them all in one big, monster family vacation,
with the four of us kids in the back of our purple station wagon, fighting, arguing, and hitting each
other for 21 straight days. The trip was fun, but we were ready to be home by the end of the three
weeks. Dad and Mom were making up for lost time. Dad was able to get home earlier and spend
more time with us. He liked working at Aeronautical Radio and thought the best days for our
family were ahead of us. Things were looking up for our family. At least Dad thought they
were.But the devil, as they say, is in the details.In March 1970, Mom announced her candidacy
for the local District 54 school board. There were 10 candidates total, including one Donnie
Rudd. The newspaper headline on April 13, 1970 announced that “Mrs. Hart Leads District 54.”
She was elected to the board along with Gerald Lewin and Donnie Rudd. In 1970, she was the
president of the fastest growing school district in the United States. Her transformation from
slightly overweight stay-at-home mom to a rather powerful community leader was almost
inevitable. She was so happy to be doing something productive and making a difference in the
school system. The growth of Hoffman Estates made her position as president of the school
board a very powerful one. Local builders negotiated with Mom regarding land contributions and
new schools. She was the lead negotiator with the teacher’s union during salary negotiations.
But things were also changing with our family. Mom’s position in the community was keeping her
away from home more and more. She had less and less to talk about with Dad. It was the
beginning of the end of our normal life.Sometimes I wish Mom had not been so smart. Her
dissatisfaction with her life seemed to be directly attributable to her IQ. She was a Mensa
member, which put her IQ in the top 2 percent of the population. Although, as the years passed,
it became clear Mensa may be a great measure of intelligence, but it certainly said nothing
about a person’s common sense or good judgment. Another question that always haunts me is
“What might have been?” What would our lives be like today if Mom could have found happiness
in being just a mother? What if she could have found the personal satisfaction she craved in
making Halloween costumes and being the most creative mom on the block? What if the simple
things that make some moms so interesting and normal had similar appeal to her? Maybe she
wouldn’t have joined the damned PTA and school board, which signaled the beginning of the
end. Maybe we would have just been the typical slightly dysfunctional all-American family.But
her choice in the relentless pursuit of “higher purpose” led her — and us — into a plummeting



descent that would forever intertwine our lives with the family of Donnie Rudd.The Beginning:
The Hart Family It’s hard to tell the Hart family story and even harder to know where to start. It
has always been difficult for others to see what we saw. Eventually, we retreated from the
passion of wanting outsiders to know about our previous crazy life. To solve the enigma, there
would need to be an understanding of the man. To see the whole picture. And to do that, we
have to start at the beginning.My mom, Dianne Hart, was a complex, brilliant, difficult,
obsessive, conflicted, hard-to-understand individual who was the lynchpin of our family. She
parlayed her intelligence into a peculiar kind of creativity. She would make my Girl Scout troop
cook without utensils on our weekend camping trips. She forced us to use orange peels as pans
to cook eggs and soup. She would hang small cereal boxes and bananas on the bushes in the
back yard and make us “pick” our breakfast from nature. She organized the fun fair at our
elementary school, spending days building the haunted house. There was something
indefinable that drove Mom to prove she was different. She was constantly looking for ways to
distinguish herself. It was like she knew she was an extraordinary person trapped in the life and
body of someone who lived an ordinary life. She was always looking for a way out of her
suburban lifestyle. She desperately sought an escape from the dregs of commonplace that held
her back and obliterated her dreams of the nirvana of exceptionality that would make her
something and someone special.Mom was a pretty woman, even though she struggled with her
weight. Her prototypical ’60s hairdo was fashionable and well maintained. Each week, she would
get her hair done at the local beauty shop and then sleep on her stomach with her face between
the crack of two pillows to try and keep the hairdo in place as long as possible between
appointments. She would meticulously put on her false eyelashes when she went out at
night.While things were attractive and well-kempt on the outside, the inner workings were a bit
less glamorous. We lived in a small northwestern suburb of Chicago called Hoffman Estates.
Our parents bought a beautiful tri-level home there for $23,000. In the early 1960’s, this was
considered to be quite an accomplishment. We had an above-ground pool with a fenced-in
backyard. Everything about this neighborhood was perfect. At least from the outside.At an early
age, I remember coming home and finding Mom lying on the couch looking lethargic and bored.
Discontentment was evident in the way she moved, the way she spoke, and the perfunctory
actions she laboriously and unenthusiastically performed. The dishes were piling up in the sink
and the laundry would go undone until it reached critical status. Our grandparents (Mom’s
parents) started coming over every Tuesday to bring us doughnuts and work all day to clean the
house and do the laundry. Mom would periodically have bursts of energy during which she
would undertake initiatives as diverse as starting a catering business to redecorating the entire
house. Eventually, though, she would lose interest and return to her magazines or books, looking
for a more significant meaning to her life.Hindsight being 20/20, I look back now at all the signs
that something was not quite right. But in my wildest dreams, I could never have dreamed how
wrong things could go. Chronic unhappiness and discontentment plagued Mom for most of her
marriage and her life. Dad always said Mom wanted more than he could give her. Turns out she



wanted more out of life than being a mom and a wife. She just didn’t know how to get there. Until
Donnie.I was born in 1957, the oldest of the four Hart children. Cindy came two years later and
Jack was born the following year. Glory is the baby and came along in 1963. The four of us are
products of a dysfunctional family reared in an era of time we call “The Donnie Years.” We
survived, but there is undeniable collateral damage. You can see it in each of our personalities,
our idiosyncrasies, and how we react to stress. We are a family obsessed with solving problems
and fixing the unfixable. It’s a role we took on early in life, necessitated by the vortex of
tribulations brought on by The Donnie Years. For Cindy, there is no problem too big to solve.
From the mundanities of figuring out your bank account or your vacation issues, to managing
your love life and your family problems, Cindy is well suited for the role. She will also do anything
to keep peace. She never raises her voice and never seems angry — even when she is. She
always hated the confrontations and struggles that were part of our childhood. I can still see her
small figure with her hands over her ears and her eyes wide open as she processed the
unfolding drama of The Donnie Years. She was fiercely protective of our father during the divorce
and still shares a special bond with him.Mom called me the “Queen of Harts.” Cindy and Glory
called me “The Boss.” I think they mean the same thing. I don’t apologize for it because someone
needed to be in charge during years of family crises. It was usually me. I always have a mental
agenda of what needs to get done before I go to bed. Life is one big list of chores when you are
in charge. I am also a bit of a fixer myself, but on a less personal basis than Cindy. I tend to be
more distant and am almost always in control of my emotions. I have the ability to manage mind-
numbing stress and act like it has no effect on me. But, of course, it does. Cindy continually tries
to “fix” me, but it only frustrates her.Jack is the family mechanical fixer. He would fix our cars
when Donnie would disable them, check our phone lines, and help us track down phone taps.
Mom pushed him to join the Navy from the time he graduated elementary school. He enlisted in
the Navy by the time he was 17 years old. I don’t think he thought he had a choice. Jack is
incredibly stubborn and hates to follow rules. He acted up quite a bit during the divorce, his
rebellion manifesting itself in things like setting fires, going to family counseling drunk, and
driving before he got his license. But thankfully he settled down after his years in the Navy.My
youngest sister, Glory, is an eternal optimist. She is the one to have with you when things go
really wrong. Her sense of humor could crack us up in the midst of the most tragic situations.
Once when I was directing what needed to be done after Mom died, she said, “Who died and
left you boss?” I was horrified at first … until we both started laughing about the irony of her
statement and our lives. Glory was too young to really remember the worst of the Donnie years.
But she has heard our stories for so many years, I sometimes forget that she was just a
baby.Dad, John Hart, was a tall, handsome man who thrived on the security of the family routine
he established when he married Mom. He was an excellent provider and an extremely hard
worker. The “typical” all-American family was very important to him because he did not have that
type of childhood growing up. His father died suddenly of pneumonia when my father was just
four years old. Dad remembers very little about his father, but recalls he was a peddler during the



Depression years. Grandma Pauline had my dad when she was only 16. She was a beautiful
woman who owned a dress shop, but really wasn’t equipped to take care of her young son after
her husband died. So Dad was raised by his grandmother. Great Grandma Hart only had a third
grade education, but she loved Dad and wanted him to be successful. College was never an
option in Dad’s world. Grandma Hart’s greatest wish was that he’d someday get a job with the
Chicago Transit Authority.Grandma Pauline went through a succession of boyfriends after her
husband died until she finally married Grandpa George, a long distance truck driver. Life didn’t
get much better for anyone after they married, although it was always interesting to visit them. All
of the closets, cabinets, and crawlspaces were filled with products and appliances George said
“fell off his truck.” As kids, we would get to “shop” for our Christmas presents in the many closets
and storage spaces at Grandma Pauline’s apartment.If you haven’t caught on to the beginnings
of family dysfunction yet, you will. I sometimes think it is that dysfunction that allowed Donnie to
sustain his relationship with our family for more than 20 years. The Hart family struggled with the
definition of a normal family. Dad’s half-brother, George Jr., was murdered when I was 10. There
were whispers he was involved in drugs. Dad’s half-sister was raped by a Chinese man and had
a child … at least that’s how Grandma Pauline explained her Chinese-looking grandson. As Dad
got older, Grandma Pauline was confined to a wheelchair. She would seldom get dressed and
took steroids that made a couple of hairs on her chin grow quite long. It made her look like she
had a scraggly beard.George, Pauline, Dad’s half-sister, and her son all lived in a small Chicago
apartment. Grandma was taken care of by a young man named Pauly who was mentally
challenged. Grandma Pauline claims that they found him at the local grocery store and brought
him home along with a gallon of milk and three large steaks. He slept on the porch of the
apartment. Pauly would cook dinner when we would visit.Dad found out Grandma Pauline died
when he called to wish her a happy Mother’s Day. George told him Pauline had died the previous
month and gave him the name of the cemetery where she was buried. A little impersonal, yes,
but the Hart family tended to be like that. Dad always wanted the security of the family he never
had. It probably was one of the reasons he had such a hard time letting go of Mom.My parents
met when Dad was 19 and Mom was 15. He was playing basketball in the Leyden Church
league in the Northwest Chicago suburbs in May of 1953. Mom and her girlfriend came to watch
the game and needed a ride home. Dad carefully maneuvered his way to make sure Mom was
the last one dropped off and managed to get her phone number. A month later, he bought her a
silver compact for her 16th birthday from the currency exchange where he cashed his
paychecks. I still have that compact he bought for her more than 60 years ago. It represents the
love that comes when you are too young to know what is best for you … the kind of love that only
happens in fairytales. By the time Mom was 17, they were engaged. Although there were hopes
of attending college, she was married just three weeks after her 18th birthday. My grandmother
signed the consent for a marriage license because Mom wasn’t old enough. I was born before
Mom’s 20th birthday.Dad was also a fixer. He had a talent for fixing cars and purchased his own
Standard Oil gas station not too far from O’Hare Airport in the early 1960s. He would get up early



and work late at the gas station. When it would snow, he would be out all night snowplowing
local businesses. He would get home dead tired and usually be asleep in his favorite armchair
by 8:30 each night. He knew Mom hated the fact that he was too tired to talk to her at night, but
the long days in the cold Chicago winter put him right to sleep despite his best intentions.Mom
yearned for someone she could talk to about politics, strategies, and other sundry ideas. She
was busting to be free. Mom convincingly pushed Dad to go to trade school at night. After
working all day at the gas station, he would go to DeVry Technical Institute for classes three
nights a week. These were difficult years for the Hart family. It took all of Dad’s strength to
complete the courses while working full-time at the gas station. He finally got his FCC
communications license and sold the gas station when I was in 6th grade. He started a more
“professional” job at a company called Aeronautical Radio and performed technical work on
airline communication systems.After the gas station was gone, things got better at home. The
Hart family had money in the bank. For the first time, a family vacation was an option. The
summer before Dad started at his new job, we took our first real vacation, a three-week driving
odyssey to California, visiting the obligatory tourist sites along the way; Grand Canyon, Mount
Rushmore, Yosemite, the Redwood Forest. We did them all in one big, monster family vacation,
with the four of us kids in the back of our purple station wagon, fighting, arguing, and hitting each
other for 21 straight days. The trip was fun, but we were ready to be home by the end of the three
weeks. Dad and Mom were making up for lost time. Dad was able to get home earlier and spend
more time with us. He liked working at Aeronautical Radio and thought the best days for our
family were ahead of us. Things were looking up for our family. At least Dad thought they
were.But the devil, as they say, is in the details.In March 1970, Mom announced her candidacy
for the local District 54 school board. There were 10 candidates total, including one Donnie
Rudd. The newspaper headline on April 13, 1970 announced that “Mrs. Hart Leads District 54.”
She was elected to the board along with Gerald Lewin and Donnie Rudd. In 1970, she was the
president of the fastest growing school district in the United States. Her transformation from
slightly overweight stay-at-home mom to a rather powerful community leader was almost
inevitable. She was so happy to be doing something productive and making a difference in the
school system. The growth of Hoffman Estates made her position as president of the school
board a very powerful one. Local builders negotiated with Mom regarding land contributions and
new schools. She was the lead negotiator with the teacher’s union during salary negotiations.
But things were also changing with our family. Mom’s position in the community was keeping her
away from home more and more. She had less and less to talk about with Dad. It was the
beginning of the end of our normal life.Sometimes I wish Mom had not been so smart. Her
dissatisfaction with her life seemed to be directly attributable to her IQ. She was a Mensa
member, which put her IQ in the top 2 percent of the population. Although, as the years passed,
it became clear Mensa may be a great measure of intelligence, but it certainly said nothing
about a person’s common sense or good judgment. Another question that always haunts me is
“What might have been?” What would our lives be like today if Mom could have found happiness



in being just a mother? What if she could have found the personal satisfaction she craved in
making Halloween costumes and being the most creative mom on the block? What if the simple
things that make some moms so interesting and normal had similar appeal to her? Maybe she
wouldn’t have joined the damned PTA and school board, which signaled the beginning of the
end. Maybe we would have just been the typical slightly dysfunctional all-American family.But
her choice in the relentless pursuit of “higher purpose” led her — and us — into a plummeting
descent that would forever intertwine our lives with the family of Donnie Rudd.The Rudd
FamilyAbout two miles from the Carleton Road house where we lived, Donnie Rudd and his
family moved into a small ranch tract home across from St. Hubert’s church in Hoffman Estates.
The Flagstaff ranch house was actually very small and quite homely. Donnie turned the garage
into a spare room. “Do-it-yourself” was not what he did best. Instead of a regular wall on the
outside of the house, he put up some jumbled, crooked cedar shingles making that side of the
house look like a badly built wooden shack. There was a rickety screened porch in the back. A
family room with an additional bedroom were eventually added onto the back of the house. The
walls in the back bedroom were just wood paneling nailed roughly six inches apart, the finished
sides facing each respective room they created. Donnie was not good at plastering so he
minimized the work by nailing the panels directly to the wooden studs. It didn’t make for very
good insulation, but it created the sense of a room as long as you didn’t lean on the walls which
would bend inward with any applied weight.Donnie had a very distinctive decorating style which
influenced the décor inside the small Flagstaff house, and reflected his unique personality. The
front door opened to the living room, which had red shag carpeting. Two black, shiny vinyl
couches graced the room. The wall opposite the front door was wallpapered with a faux zebra
fur. The tiny “master bathroom” walls were covered with one-foot carpet tile squares of a
checkerboard red and blue pattern. Donnie and his first wife, Louann, had wallpaper in their
bedroom made of shiny metallic paper with an overlay of velvety-flocked trees, which looked like
weeping willows. You could touch the willows, which were fuzzy and also cold and shiny. The
bedspread was a thick, black, faux fur. The kitchen had wainscoting on the bottom half and on
the top a wallpaper of bright red flowers and hearts with equally bright green vines. The last
room was a big “family room” and also the part of the addition to the house. This room had shag
carpeting that looked a bit like a calico cat, except the colors were greens and browns and
oranges. The couch was yellow vinyl with a wood back. There were big picture windows out to
the back yard. The décor in the place was visually assaulting and definitely had the Donnie
touch; he favored loud and tacky. It was a very ’70s décor, but louder and more flamboyant than
any of the other homes.Donnie was born in Winnie, Texas, in 1942. He was the son of Eddie and
Vita Mae Rudd. Donnie’s identical twin brother, Ronnie preceded him into life by only a few
minutes. His brother, John William, was born 10 months before the twins. Donnie always said he
and Ronnie were born on the kitchen table, but I haven’t been able to verify that because Eddie
and Vita Mae are dead, and Ronnie isn’t sure about the kitchen table thing, although he did say
they were born at home.The Rudd family moved to Liberty, Texas, when the boys were small.



Eddie and Vita Mae were both school teachers in Liberty for many years. Eddie and Vita Mae
were known as strict disciplinarians both in school and at home. All three Rudd boys excelled at
academics. It would not surprise anyone in Liberty to hear that all three Rudd boys had done
very well in their post high school academic pursuits. Both Ronnie and Donnie fought for
valedictorian rights as seniors at Liberty High School. Ronnie came out the winner on that one,
but Donnie was close behind.Ronnie would become one of the most successful Certified Public
Accountants in Houston, Texas. With a loving wife and family, Ronnie lives a comfortable life
without drama in a beautiful home overlooking the Texas mountain country. He is almost the alter
ego of his twin brother. An interesting contradiction: The good twin and the bad. The older
brother, John became a well-known Texas minister and later a successful businessman. Donnie
enrolled at Texas A&M in the chemical engineering program. The Rudd boys were on their way
to professional success.Donnie met his first wife while attending Texas A&M University in
College Station, Texas. Louann attended A&M’s sister college, Texas Women’s University, in
nearby Dallas. She was 19 when she met Donnie on a blind date arranged by a friend for a
college mixer between the two schools. The two became engaged a short time later. During
these early years, Louann saw little of the craziness in Donnie that would define him in later
years. She would later reflect that he was emotionally volatile when faced with situations he
could not control. At one point, Louann started questioning her decision to marry Donnie so
quickly. However, when she started talking about delaying the wedding date, Donnie responded
by threatening to drive off a bridge. Eventually, Louann and Donnie did get married in a small
wedding ceremony in Dallas, near Louann’s family home.Shortly after their marriage, Donnie
graduated from Texas A&M with his degree in Chemical Engineering. He claimed he was the
salutatorian of his high school class behind only his twin brother, Ronnie, and valedictorian of his
engineering class when he graduated from college. Shortly after graduation, he landed a job as
a chemical engineer at the US Gypsum Company, which was owned by Quaker Oats and
located in Barrington, Illinois. So the Rudd family moved to Illinois not far from our home on
Carleton Road. Shortly after the move, Donnie began attending night school at Chicago Kent
College of Law. Eventually he would get his law degree and move into the patent department at
the Quaker Oats Company.I first met Donnie when I was in middle school and he was around 29
years old. Mom asked if I could babysit for a friend. She dropped me off to watch Donnie’s three
small children. Mom was animated as she talked about how smart Donnie was as we drove to
the house. She turned her station wagon into the driveway of the small ranch house. Louann was
sitting on the couch briskly pulling each of her daughters’ hair into tight ponytails. Donnie drove
me home later and gave me a big tip. There was nothing about that meeting that would hint at
what would come or the role Donnie would play in my family’s life.Donnie and Louann were
much different than other adults. I attributed it to the fact that they were from Texas, which
seemed like a foreign country for a Midwestern suburban child. Unlike most of the men in our
working class neighborhood, Donnie was a professional and wore suits during the week. He was
particularly partial to brown suits which he wore with a wide assortment of ties, all with a link to



Texas. Sometimes he even wore a cowboy hat. His favorite after-work clothes were pastel-
colored leisure suits that looked a little like safari outfits. Sometimes he would wear a turtleneck
under the jacket of the leisure suits. He had the same outfit in several different colors but
regardless of whether he was wearing a suit, a yellow leisure suit, or blue jeans, he always wore
his cowboy boots.Louann was attractive, but extremely loud. She spoke with a strong Texas
accent and would look up at the ceiling and close her eyes when she would talk about Donnie.
She had ever-changing hobbies, which were always scattered around the house and would
dominate her conversation. Around this time, she became pregnant with her fourth child.Louann
loved crafts and creative projects. She would focus on stained glass making, then she moved on
to Native American folklore and would make beaded headbands, feather headdresses, and
loincloths, and teach all of the kids native dance routines. She was also a Mary Kay sales
representative and really wanted to win the coveted pink Cadillac by selling loads of makeup,
which was stored floor-to-ceiling in her closet. My Mom was one of her biggest clients.At some
point, the Rudd family joined our church, a conservative Southern Baptist congregation called
Bethel Baptist. Bethel Baptist was one of the largest churches in Hoffman Estates. It was
founded by Pastor Frank Bumpus. Both Mom and Dad were founding members of the church —
Mom would play the organ for Sunday services and Dad was a long time Deacon. Every Sunday,
the two families sat in the pews of the church and listened to Pastor Bumpus while he pounded
away at the pulpit with his hellfire and brimstone messages. The animated preacher would raise
his voice to full crescendo with sermons about the wrath that would befall sinners and those who
did not commit to having the Lord Jesus Christ as their personal Lord and Savior. The two
families would go out for a buffet luncheon afterwards like so many other Hoffman Estates
families. Mom and Louann became friends working on PTA projects, Girl Scouts, and craft
projects with the pack of children from the two families. Life seemed idyllic and no one
suspected that the burgeoning friendship between the two families would be the catalyst for
what happened next.Mom and Donnie also became friends and confidants through their
positions on the local school board. The local newspapers screamed their names as they
maneuvered through high profile, political issues such as separating the large district from
oversight by the County School Superintendent. Both Mom and Donnie would trade off on
serving as president of the board. In July 1970, Donnie was also nominated to serve as a
member of the Hoffman Estates Planning Commission. Their important positions on the school
board also required a certain amount of travel, much to my dad’s chagrin. Dad really struggled to
adjust to Mom’s transformation from stay-at-home wife and mother to local socialite. Mom was
spending a lot of time with Donnie, so she constantly reassured Dad everything was OK. She
also became friends with Louann, which seemed to make everything a little better. We were just
two suburban families that enjoyed each other’s company and spent a significant amount of time
together.I was in eighth grade the first time I saw something unusual in the Rudd household.
Mom dropped me off to help Louann with the three girls during a shopping trip. When I arrived at
the small ranch house, Louann was getting her things together in the kitchen. Lying on the floor



of the kitchen, just a short distance from one of the bedrooms, was Donnie. He didn’t have a
pillow under his head and was motionless on the cold, hard floor. Louann seemed to be
oblivious to the prostrate body of her husband as she put items into her purse and talked to
me.“Is Mr. Rudd OK?” I finally asked.“Don’t mind him,” she answered. “Sometimes he just does
that.” She stepped over his feet to pick up her car keys and motioned for me to get the girls so
we could leave. I looked over my shoulder as I left the kitchen and saw him lift his head. Louann
didn’t mention the incident again.The Hart and Rudd family were spending more and more time
together, yet tension was building between the spouses. Mom and Dad argued frequently
behind closed doors after they came home from dinner with Donnie and Louann. One particular
argument occurred when Dad objected to Mom attending an educational conference in another
state. He seemed particularly disconcerted that Donnie would also be attending. It just didn’t
look right to him. Still, everyone continued to go to church on Sunday and the two families
started talking about taking a vacation together during the summer of 1971.But trouble was
brewing … and it would all come to a head in late summer right before I started my first year of
high school.The Rudd Family About two miles from the Carleton Road house where we lived,
Donnie Rudd and his family moved into a small ranch tract home across from St. Hubert’s
church in Hoffman Estates. The Flagstaff ranch house was actually very small and quite homely.
Donnie turned the garage into a spare room. “Do-it-yourself” was not what he did best. Instead of
a regular wall on the outside of the house, he put up some jumbled, crooked cedar shingles
making that side of the house look like a badly built wooden shack. There was a rickety
screened porch in the back. A family room with an additional bedroom were eventually added
onto the back of the house. The walls in the back bedroom were just wood paneling nailed
roughly six inches apart, the finished sides facing each respective room they created. Donnie
was not good at plastering so he minimized the work by nailing the panels directly to the wooden
studs. It didn’t make for very good insulation, but it created the sense of a room as long as you
didn’t lean on the walls which would bend inward with any applied weight.Donnie had a very
distinctive decorating style which influenced the décor inside the small Flagstaff house, and
reflected his unique personality. The front door opened to the living room, which had red shag
carpeting. Two black, shiny vinyl couches graced the room. The wall opposite the front door was
wallpapered with a faux zebra fur. The tiny “master bathroom” walls were covered with one-foot
carpet tile squares of a checkerboard red and blue pattern. Donnie and his first wife, Louann,
had wallpaper in their bedroom made of shiny metallic paper with an overlay of velvety-flocked
trees, which looked like weeping willows. You could touch the willows, which were fuzzy and also
cold and shiny. The bedspread was a thick, black, faux fur. The kitchen had wainscoting on the
bottom half and on the top a wallpaper of bright red flowers and hearts with equally bright green
vines. The last room was a big “family room” and also the part of the addition to the house. This
room had shag carpeting that looked a bit like a calico cat, except the colors were greens and
browns and oranges. The couch was yellow vinyl with a wood back. There were big picture
windows out to the back yard. The décor in the place was visually assaulting and definitely had



the Donnie touch; he favored loud and tacky. It was a very ’70s décor, but louder and more
flamboyant than any of the other homes.Donnie was born in Winnie, Texas, in 1942. He was the
son of Eddie and Vita Mae Rudd. Donnie’s identical twin brother, Ronnie preceded him into life
by only a few minutes. His brother, John William, was born 10 months before the twins. Donnie
always said he and Ronnie were born on the kitchen table, but I haven’t been able to verify that
because Eddie and Vita Mae are dead, and Ronnie isn’t sure about the kitchen table thing,
although he did say they were born at home.The Rudd family moved to Liberty, Texas, when the
boys were small. Eddie and Vita Mae were both school teachers in Liberty for many years. Eddie
and Vita Mae were known as strict disciplinarians both in school and at home. All three Rudd
boys excelled at academics. It would not surprise anyone in Liberty to hear that all three Rudd
boys had done very well in their post high school academic pursuits. Both Ronnie and Donnie
fought for valedictorian rights as seniors at Liberty High School. Ronnie came out the winner on
that one, but Donnie was close behind.Ronnie would become one of the most successful
Certified Public Accountants in Houston, Texas. With a loving wife and family, Ronnie lives a
comfortable life without drama in a beautiful home overlooking the Texas mountain country. He is
almost the alter ego of his twin brother. An interesting contradiction: The good twin and the bad.
The older brother, John became a well-known Texas minister and later a successful
businessman. Donnie enrolled at Texas A&M in the chemical engineering program. The Rudd
boys were on their way to professional success.Donnie met his first wife while attending Texas
A&M University in College Station, Texas. Louann attended A&M’s sister college, Texas
Women’s University, in nearby Dallas. She was 19 when she met Donnie on a blind date
arranged by a friend for a college mixer between the two schools. The two became engaged a
short time later. During these early years, Louann saw little of the craziness in Donnie that would
define him in later years. She would later reflect that he was emotionally volatile when faced with
situations he could not control. At one point, Louann started questioning her decision to marry
Donnie so quickly. However, when she started talking about delaying the wedding date, Donnie
responded by threatening to drive off a bridge. Eventually, Louann and Donnie did get married in
a small wedding ceremony in Dallas, near Louann’s family home.Shortly after their marriage,
Donnie graduated from Texas A&M with his degree in Chemical Engineering. He claimed he was
the salutatorian of his high school class behind only his twin brother, Ronnie, and valedictorian
of his engineering class when he graduated from college. Shortly after graduation, he landed a
job as a chemical engineer at the US Gypsum Company, which was owned by Quaker Oats and
located in Barrington, Illinois. So the Rudd family moved to Illinois not far from our home on
Carleton Road. Shortly after the move, Donnie began attending night school at Chicago Kent
College of Law. Eventually he would get his law degree and move into the patent department at
the Quaker Oats Company.I first met Donnie when I was in middle school and he was around 29
years old. Mom asked if I could babysit for a friend. She dropped me off to watch Donnie’s three
small children. Mom was animated as she talked about how smart Donnie was as we drove to
the house. She turned her station wagon into the driveway of the small ranch house. Louann was



sitting on the couch briskly pulling each of her daughters’ hair into tight ponytails. Donnie drove
me home later and gave me a big tip. There was nothing about that meeting that would hint at
what would come or the role Donnie would play in my family’s life.Donnie and Louann were
much different than other adults. I attributed it to the fact that they were from Texas, which
seemed like a foreign country for a Midwestern suburban child. Unlike most of the men in our
working class neighborhood, Donnie was a professional and wore suits during the week. He was
particularly partial to brown suits which he wore with a wide assortment of ties, all with a link to
Texas. Sometimes he even wore a cowboy hat. His favorite after-work clothes were pastel-
colored leisure suits that looked a little like safari outfits. Sometimes he would wear a turtleneck
under the jacket of the leisure suits. He had the same outfit in several different colors but
regardless of whether he was wearing a suit, a yellow leisure suit, or blue jeans, he always wore
his cowboy boots.Louann was attractive, but extremely loud. She spoke with a strong Texas
accent and would look up at the ceiling and close her eyes when she would talk about Donnie.
She had ever-changing hobbies, which were always scattered around the house and would
dominate her conversation. Around this time, she became pregnant with her fourth child.Louann
loved crafts and creative projects. She would focus on stained glass making, then she moved on
to Native American folklore and would make beaded headbands, feather headdresses, and
loincloths, and teach all of the kids native dance routines. She was also a Mary Kay sales
representative and really wanted to win the coveted pink Cadillac by selling loads of makeup,
which was stored floor-to-ceiling in her closet. My Mom was one of her biggest clients.At some
point, the Rudd family joined our church, a conservative Southern Baptist congregation called
Bethel Baptist. Bethel Baptist was one of the largest churches in Hoffman Estates. It was
founded by Pastor Frank Bumpus. Both Mom and Dad were founding members of the church —
Mom would play the organ for Sunday services and Dad was a long time Deacon. Every Sunday,
the two families sat in the pews of the church and listened to Pastor Bumpus while he pounded
away at the pulpit with his hellfire and brimstone messages. The animated preacher would raise
his voice to full crescendo with sermons about the wrath that would befall sinners and those who
did not commit to having the Lord Jesus Christ as their personal Lord and Savior. The two
families would go out for a buffet luncheon afterwards like so many other Hoffman Estates
families. Mom and Louann became friends working on PTA projects, Girl Scouts, and craft
projects with the pack of children from the two families. Life seemed idyllic and no one
suspected that the burgeoning friendship between the two families would be the catalyst for
what happened next.Mom and Donnie also became friends and confidants through their
positions on the local school board. The local newspapers screamed their names as they
maneuvered through high profile, political issues such as separating the large district from
oversight by the County School Superintendent. Both Mom and Donnie would trade off on
serving as president of the board. In July 1970, Donnie was also nominated to serve as a
member of the Hoffman Estates Planning Commission. Their important positions on the school
board also required a certain amount of travel, much to my dad’s chagrin. Dad really struggled to



adjust to Mom’s transformation from stay-at-home wife and mother to local socialite. Mom was
spending a lot of time with Donnie, so she constantly reassured Dad everything was OK. She
also became friends with Louann, which seemed to make everything a little better. We were just
two suburban families that enjoyed each other’s company and spent a significant amount of time
together.I was in eighth grade the first time I saw something unusual in the Rudd household.
Mom dropped me off to help Louann with the three girls during a shopping trip. When I arrived at
the small ranch house, Louann was getting her things together in the kitchen. Lying on the floor
of the kitchen, just a short distance from one of the bedrooms, was Donnie. He didn’t have a
pillow under his head and was motionless on the cold, hard floor. Louann seemed to be
oblivious to the prostrate body of her husband as she put items into her purse and talked to
me.“Is Mr. Rudd OK?” I finally asked.“Don’t mind him,” she answered. “Sometimes he just does
that.” She stepped over his feet to pick up her car keys and motioned for me to get the girls so
we could leave. I looked over my shoulder as I left the kitchen and saw him lift his head. Louann
didn’t mention the incident again.The Hart and Rudd family were spending more and more time
together, yet tension was building between the spouses. Mom and Dad argued frequently
behind closed doors after they came home from dinner with Donnie and Louann. One particular
argument occurred when Dad objected to Mom attending an educational conference in another
state. He seemed particularly disconcerted that Donnie would also be attending. It just didn’t
look right to him. Still, everyone continued to go to church on Sunday and the two families
started talking about taking a vacation together during the summer of 1971.But trouble was
brewing … and it would all come to a head in late summer right before I started my first year of
high school.The Break UpFriday, August 13, 1971, was the end of our family as we knew it. And
it was the beginning of the “Donnie Years” for the Hart family. How appropriate that Friday the
13th was the day Mom announced she wanted a divorce.I had just attended high school
orientation and was going to start school in a couple of weeks. Cindy was also getting ready for
junior high and already had her schedule and books. Glory and Jack were still in elementary
school. It was a characteristically hot and sticky Chicago summer day when Dad received a call
from Mom in the late afternoon. She sounded upset and told him that she had something
important to tell him. After getting off the phone, the more Dad thought about the conversation,
the more concerned he became. He finally jumped in the car and headed for home. Cancer, he
thought. She must have cancer for her to summon me home in this manner. He pulled into the
driveway and jumped out of his truck.Mom was in their bedroom sitting on the bed waiting for
him. The important news was blunt and totally unexpected. In a flat, emotionless voice, the
woman he married more than 15 years ago coolly blurted out:“I want to marry Donnie. I want to
leave. I don’t want anything but Donnie. You can have the house. You can have the kids. You can
have the money. Just let me leave.”“You’re having an affair?” he asked incredulously. “You’re
having an affair … with Donnie?” Without waiting for an answer and too stunned to fully take in
the information he had just ingested, Dad added, “Does Louann know?”Mom was calm and
unequivocal about her decision.“Donnie told Louann this afternoon. We want to be



together.”Dad’s next impulse was unexpected. He picked up the telephone sitting on the dresser
near Mom and promptly dialed Louann’s number.“Louann, this is John Hart.”Louann was
puzzled. Although the two families were friends, Dad had never called the Rudd house
before.“Has Donnie talked to you?” he asked politely. Louann would later say as soon as she
heard Dad’s voice she instantly knew why he was calling.“Talked to me about what?” she
asked.“Never mind,” he answered and quickly hung up.“Are you sure Donnie wants a divorce?”
Dad calmly asked my mother. “It doesn’t seem as if he told Louann.”For the first time since she
made her bold decision, Mom looked a little uncertain.“I am sure he told her,” she answered.
“Donnie said he would tell her this afternoon at the same time I told you.”A couple of miles away,
Louann sat looking at the phone in her hand for several minutes. Finally, with steely resolve, she
dialed Donnie’s office number at the Quaker Oats Company.“Donnie, do you have something to
tell me?” she asked.Donnie smugly denied there was a story to be told.“John Hart just called me
and asked if I talked to you,” Louann told him. “Why would John Hart be calling me?” Still, Donnie
feigned ignorance.“Donnie, you need to come home right now and tell me what is going on!”
Louann insisted. But Donnie hung up on her. She tried calling him back repeatedly but he
wouldn’t answer his phone. He stayed at the office long enough to make sure Louann would get
her information from Dad, absolving Donnie of the manly duty of having to own up for his
actions.It has never been clear what initially attracted Mom to Donnie. She couldn’t articulate
what she saw in this man whose actions and emotions never matched what he said in his love
letters. Donnie was admittedly smart and confident, although “arrogant” was the modifier most
people used to describe him. It’s possible she was impressed with the fact that he was a lawyer.
Maybe her life with Dad was just not enough for her or maybe she really didn’t want to be a mom
to four kids. Dad would say Mom and Donnie “fell in love with each other’s brains” when he tried
to explain it to us. But most of the time, I think Donnie just sucked her in. She really had no
control over the situation. Donnie told her she was the smartest woman he had ever met. He told
her she was beautiful and special, and she wanted to believe everything he said was true. He
wrote poems for her and told her he could not live without her. The love he wrote about was
different than the love she had known and grown up with. It was intense and passionate and not
based on the reality of married life. Donnie’s world of adventure, soul mates, and endless love
was different from the saccharine Girl Scout meetings, backyard barbecues, and suburban
sameness that defined our family life.During this time, nothing mattered to Mom except for her
infatuation with Donnie. But Dad was not going to let his marriage end without a fight. Although
Mom seemed adamant that all she wanted was Donnie, it wasn’t quite as clear that she really
wanted to leave her old life behind. Although she was seeing Donnie, she came home each
night and slept in her bedroom with Dad next to her. During one after-dinner discussion, Mom
suggested maybe an arrangement could be negotiated. She would stay and continue to act as
wife and mother, but only if Dad gave her Tuesdays and Thursdays off for visitation with
Donnie.Dad looked at her disbelievingly. “You want a date night?” he asked. “What am I
supposed to do on Tuesday and Thursday?”“Join a bowling league,” was Mom’s terse resolution.



One thing was becoming clear about Mom. The only thing stronger than her infatuation with
Donnie was her fear of being alone. It was something that would never change for as long as she
was alive. Right now she needed Dad at home, waiting for her, in case things with Donnie did not
work out. But she was not going to give up Donnie.The Donnie obsession went way beyond
anything in the realm of normal. Mom loved us, but we knew Donnie was first in her heart. I used
to say that I hoped I was never in a sinking boat with Mom, Donnie, and two life preservers
because I knew who would be swimming. That may sound terrible, but Mom wasn’t mean. It’s
not that she didn’t love her children or try to be a good mother. She just never managed to quite
hit the mark, but each of us loved her unconditionally. Her fantasy life was in overdrive, and
Prince Charming had arrived to take her to the ball. Reality, however, was waiting around the
corner.Unfortunately, when you dance with the devil, things don’t always turn out the way you
planned.The Break Up Friday, August 13, 1971, was the end of our family as we knew it. And it
was the beginning of the “Donnie Years” for the Hart family. How appropriate that Friday the 13th
was the day Mom announced she wanted a divorce.I had just attended high school orientation
and was going to start school in a couple of weeks. Cindy was also getting ready for junior high
and already had her schedule and books. Glory and Jack were still in elementary school. It was
a characteristically hot and sticky Chicago summer day when Dad received a call from Mom in
the late afternoon. She sounded upset and told him that she had something important to tell him.
After getting off the phone, the more Dad thought about the conversation, the more concerned
he became. He finally jumped in the car and headed for home. Cancer, he thought. She must
have cancer for her to summon me home in this manner. He pulled into the driveway and jumped
out of his truck.Mom was in their bedroom sitting on the bed waiting for him. The important news
was blunt and totally unexpected. In a flat, emotionless voice, the woman he married more than
15 years ago coolly blurted out:“I want to marry Donnie. I want to leave. I don’t want anything but
Donnie. You can have the house. You can have the kids. You can have the money. Just let me
leave.”“You’re having an affair?” he asked incredulously. “You’re having an affair … with Donnie?”
Without waiting for an answer and too stunned to fully take in the information he had just
ingested, Dad added, “Does Louann know?”Mom was calm and unequivocal about her
decision.“Donnie told Louann this afternoon. We want to be together.”Dad’s next impulse was
unexpected. He picked up the telephone sitting on the dresser near Mom and promptly dialed
Louann’s number.“Louann, this is John Hart.”Louann was puzzled. Although the two families
were friends, Dad had never called the Rudd house before.“Has Donnie talked to you?” he
asked politely. Louann would later say as soon as she heard Dad’s voice she instantly knew why
he was calling.“Talked to me about what?” she asked.“Never mind,” he answered and quickly
hung up.“Are you sure Donnie wants a divorce?” Dad calmly asked my mother. “It doesn’t seem
as if he told Louann.”For the first time since she made her bold decision, Mom looked a little
uncertain.“I am sure he told her,” she answered. “Donnie said he would tell her this afternoon at
the same time I told you.”A couple of miles away, Louann sat looking at the phone in her hand for
several minutes. Finally, with steely resolve, she dialed Donnie’s office number at the Quaker



Oats Company.“Donnie, do you have something to tell me?” she asked.Donnie smugly denied
there was a story to be told.“John Hart just called me and asked if I talked to you,” Louann told
him. “Why would John Hart be calling me?” Still, Donnie feigned ignorance.“Donnie, you need to
come home right now and tell me what is going on!” Louann insisted. But Donnie hung up on her.
She tried calling him back repeatedly but he wouldn’t answer his phone. He stayed at the office
long enough to make sure Louann would get her information from Dad, absolving Donnie of the
manly duty of having to own up for his actions.It has never been clear what initially attracted
Mom to Donnie. She couldn’t articulate what she saw in this man whose actions and emotions
never matched what he said in his love letters. Donnie was admittedly smart and confident,
although “arrogant” was the modifier most people used to describe him. It’s possible she was
impressed with the fact that he was a lawyer. Maybe her life with Dad was just not enough for her
or maybe she really didn’t want to be a mom to four kids. Dad would say Mom and Donnie “fell in
love with each other’s brains” when he tried to explain it to us. But most of the time, I think
Donnie just sucked her in. She really had no control over the situation. Donnie told her she was
the smartest woman he had ever met. He told her she was beautiful and special, and she
wanted to believe everything he said was true. He wrote poems for her and told her he could not
live without her. The love he wrote about was different than the love she had known and grown
up with. It was intense and passionate and not based on the reality of married life. Donnie’s
world of adventure, soul mates, and endless love was different from the saccharine Girl Scout
meetings, backyard barbecues, and suburban sameness that defined our family life.During this
time, nothing mattered to Mom except for her infatuation with Donnie. But Dad was not going to
let his marriage end without a fight. Although Mom seemed adamant that all she wanted was
Donnie, it wasn’t quite as clear that she really wanted to leave her old life behind. Although she
was seeing Donnie, she came home each night and slept in her bedroom with Dad next to her.
During one after-dinner discussion, Mom suggested maybe an arrangement could be
negotiated. She would stay and continue to act as wife and mother, but only if Dad gave her
Tuesdays and Thursdays off for visitation with Donnie.Dad looked at her disbelievingly. “You
want a date night?” he asked. “What am I supposed to do on Tuesday and Thursday?”“Join a
bowling league,” was Mom’s terse resolution. One thing was becoming clear about Mom. The
only thing stronger than her infatuation with Donnie was her fear of being alone. It was
something that would never change for as long as she was alive. Right now she needed Dad at
home, waiting for her, in case things with Donnie did not work out. But she was not going to give
up Donnie.The Donnie obsession went way beyond anything in the realm of normal. Mom loved
us, but we knew Donnie was first in her heart. I used to say that I hoped I was never in a sinking
boat with Mom, Donnie, and two life preservers because I knew who would be swimming. That
may sound terrible, but Mom wasn’t mean. It’s not that she didn’t love her children or try to be a
good mother. She just never managed to quite hit the mark, but each of us loved her
unconditionally. Her fantasy life was in overdrive, and Prince Charming had arrived to take her to
the ball. Reality, however, was waiting around the corner.Unfortunately, when you dance with the



devil, things don’t always turn out the way you planned.
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TeriH, “Riveting but disturbing. I like true crime and do miss Anne Rule. That said, I bought this
book based on reviews that said it was a page turner that could not be put down. I found that I
had to put this book down every couple of chapters because I lived the life of this author. Unless
you have lived with the devil (donnie) I think as a reader you may find this book simply a murder
mystery, but it is more than that. It is about how psychopaths truly warp the minds of the victims
they chose. The victims in this book were not simply the two murder victims, but the families and
friends who find this type of personality in there lives, and then question, "how did I allow this
dark entity in my space, but more importantly, how do I get him out? This book is about how
pyschopaths portray themselves and their actions as innocuous, when in reality, everything a
psychopath does and says is meant to cause harm to others. A psychopath does nothing but
leave a mess of total destruction in their wake. This book should be read by any psych student
who finds themselves interested in the topic of psychopaths and anyone who thinks they might
be living with one. I see this book as a "wake up call" to victims or victims-to-be, to really take this
book in, educate yourself, and learn what and how psychopaths operate and get yourself out
while you are able bodied to do so, unlike the women in this book who died at the hands of this
monster. I must make note, that many psychopaths, like donnie, get away with heinous crimes
and come up smelling like a rose, while the victims lives are lost. Hopefully, one day, I will get to
read a follow-up book as to "how donnie finally hung himself", as IMO, they (psychopaths)
eventually do.”

A.C., “Fantastic writing weaving the evils of a sociopath!. This book did an exceptional job of
showing the way a sociopath works: how everything they do, and everything you think you know,
is elusive; where up is down; where a sociopath drives you round and round in circles, leaving
you not knowing what is the truth. So much of what a sociopath does is hidden, and sorting out
the lies and their evil deeds is almost impossible. By the time much of that knowledge is
available so much harm has been done by the sociopath that there is no undoing it. Unless
you’ve lived through the carnage from a sociopath, most people simply won’t be able to
understand how people get in this trap and can‘t extricate themselves from it. This book will be
able to give discerning persons a good glimpse into the machinations of a cunning
sociopath.This book is a good demonstration of how a sociopath often goes their whole life
without consequences, while those in relationship to them suffer immensely, or in this case, may
lose their life to a sociopath. How many people have died at this man’s hand is unknown at this
point. It is NOT so surprising to me that this sociopath still has his avid supporters even at his old
age. People are often blind to evil, especially when it comes in the package of a smooth
conniving sociopath.I do believe he killed all the people he is suspected of killing. I believe he
will keep things entangled in the courts via paperwork, and will die before he can ever get
sentenced and go to prison - IF the police even continue to pursue the cases. The system is



broken, and often favors the criminals. Sad, but true.”

Jacquie, “An inspiring read. 'Inspiring' is a term too often used to describe conquering mountains
- extraordinary people choosing the challenge. This book shows us how ordinary people can
prevail over situations that they did choose. The book is beautifully written in the real voice of a
daughter, a sister - a family memoir, interwoven with a story of a dangerous man, who fails to
break the bonds of family love.”

ScreenWriterFem, “Absolutely chilling. This amazing account written by the Hart children on their
horrific encounters with stepfather Donnie Rudd will make any reader jump for joy at the
normalcy of their own family.”

The book by Tim Howard has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 151 people have provided feedback.
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